


THE 


JONES READERS BY GRADES 


BOOK FOUR 


BY 


L. IE JONES, A.M. 

President op the Mk'hioan state Normal Collkok, fokmerly 

SUriCRlNTENDENT OF SCHOOLS IN INMASAPOLIS, 

Indiana, and Cleveland, Ohio 


GINN & COMPANY 


B08T0K ■ NEW YORK • daCAQO • LONDON 



CopYHKmT, 1903, 1904 
Hy GINN & COMPANY 

ALL KlGKTfl KKHEKVKP 


57,10 


Or gtfeen»«w jlrtX 


GINN A COMPANY - PRO- 
FRIETORS • BOSTON • UJUL 




PREFACE 


Pupils who enter the fourth rfchool year should by tha^ 
time have mastered to a fair degree the iriechaiiics of 
learning to read. They may begin therefore to appreci- 
ate the better class of literature, in which itleas are put 
forth in artistic form. 

The transition to such literatui'e must needs be made 
slowly and carefully, inasmuch as tlie subjectrinatter 
bringvs with it a somewdiat new vocabulary and a more 
complicated structure of sentence. 

The selections in this book have been chosen with 
especial reference to bridging over thisgehasra between 
the thoughts and forms of language fami^mr to childhood 
and those appropriate to youth. The selections used for 
this purpose will be found to hold interest of pupils 
and to have a distinct ethical worth. 

Attention is called to the notes and explanations in 
this and the following books of the series. No lesson 
should be considered mastered until the difficult words 
and allusions are clearly understood. 
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The selections from Thomas Bailey Aldrich, Samuel 
MeChord Crothers, Ralph Waldo Emerson, Joel Chandler 
Harris, Btet Ilarte, Sarah Orne Jewett, Henry Wadsworth 
Longfellow, James Russell Lowell, Olive Thome Miller, 
and Kate Douglas Wiggin are used by the kind permission 
of, and by special arrangement with, Messrs. Houghton, 
'Mifflin & Co., the authorized publishers of the writings of 
these authors. 

We are permitted also by the kindness of the publish- 
ing houses named below to use the following selections : 

The Ciladness of Nature,” by William Cullen Bryant 
(D. Appleton & Go.) ; “A Child’s Fancy,” by Miriam Clark 
(Perry Mason Company); The Factory Boy,” by Robert 
Collyer, and A True Sportsman,” by Sam Walter Foss 
(Lee & Sli(‘pard); “ A Rand of Bluebirds,” by William H. 
llayne (F. A. Stokes (■ompany) ; ‘‘The Soul of a Butter- 
fly,” by Thomas W(*nt worth Higginson (Longmans, Green 
& Co.); “Lullaby,” by J. G. Holland (Charles Scribner’s 
Sons) ; and “ Duty,” by Robert E. Lee (G. W. Dillingham 
Company). Thanks are due to the Rhode Island Humane 
Fiduciition (k)minittee for permission to reprint “Professor 
Frog’s Lecture.” 
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JOFES READERS BY GRADES 

Book Eofe 


PTCCIOLA 

M. D. Sa!Ntinr 

M. D. Saintink was the assuiued name of Joseph Xavier Boniface, a 
French author, who died in 1865. 

Note. — Tlie little romance (d “Biceiola*’ is a famous bit of literature. 
This is an abridged translation of the beginning of the story. 

Early in the nineteenth century a French nobleman 6 
named Chariiey was arrested, coiidenined almost without 
a trial, and sent away to a fortress in the soiitli of France. 

His prison was a hare and gloomy one. He was 
allowed to have no books, no pcuis, no jiaper. Forced to 
make friends with himself, he found tliat he was of all lo 
men the most unhappy. His tljonghts and memories 
brought him no pleasure; tln^ future was without hope. 

Four walls, newly whitewaslied, a table, a chair, a 
trunk, a clean ljut narrow bed, — tliese were his surround- 
ings, The rest of liis world was made up of a winding 15 
stone staircase which led into a small paved court where, 
for two hours each day, he might enjoy the fresh air. 

At first the count amused himself by scribbling with 

a bit of charcoal on the walls the date of every happy 

event of his childhood ; but this soon became too sad an so 

IS 
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occupation. Then he carved a thousand fanciful designs 
upon his table ; but, alas ! the days stiU dragged on as 
wearily as ever. 

One day Charney was pacing back and forth in the 
5 little court, his arms crossed behind him, his eyes down- 
cast. Spring was in the air, which, in its soft mildness, 
tortured him witli its invitation to the woods and fields. 

cotmting for the hundredth time, the flagstones 
5<?mch paved the yard, when he saw a small mound of 
10- earth rising between two stones. 

The count stopped short and his heart beat fast, for the 
wild hope -came to him that perhaps his friends had con- 
trived to reach him by some underground passage. Then 
he began to pity his own folly which could mistake the 
18 work of a mouse or an insect for human energy and faith- 
fulness. Bending over the little pile of earthy. Charney 
saw that it was caused not by any animal, but by a pale 
and sickly plant which was trying to pierge the soil. 

He was about to crush with his heel this weed which 
ao had so moved him, when a new thought came to him. 
How had this tender plant succeeded in piercing the dry, 
hard earth? Tjooking at it again more careful^ he saw 
that its frail lajives were protected by a kind o| shield. 

“Nature has done her best to save it,’Mie said to 
SB hunself. “ I will not be the one to destroy it.” 
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The next day he paused to take note of the weed’s 
growth. As he stooped to look at it he found to his sur- 
prise that the light had already taken away its pale and 
sickly appearance. Chamey began to wonder what it 
would be like when it was grown. “ What color will li 
the flowers be?” he thought, “ and how long must I wait 
before it is ready to bloom?” 

The days went on. Mo.st of his tinie was “now^spfnt in 
looking at the sprig of green between the stones. Even 
when he returned to his room he would watch it through lo 
bis prison bars. One morning he saw his jailer paae jBO 
near it that the stem seemed about to be^Wusliefl by his 
foot. Charney shuddered. He longed to entreat the man 
to be more careful, but he knew not how to say*^it with- 
out making himself ridiculous. At last he brought him- i# 
self to confess his fancy for the little plant. 

‘‘ Yes,” said the jailer,* “ I have seen that you care4 for 
it, and if I had not taken pains to water it for you, the 
poor thing would have died of thirst long before this.” 

Charney was amazed at his jailer’s kindness, and tried » 
to thank him. “I will not forget it,” he said. ‘‘When 
better times come to me I will repay you.” >- 

“ Repay me t” said the jailer. “ It only need^'tii^tef, 
and that costs nothing. If Id picdold cheers you, I hope 
it may grow rapidly.” 


as 



Next morning the count hastened to share with his 
favorite the gl^ss of water allowed him, not only watering 
its roots, but sprinkling its leaves. Suddenly he noticed 
that a storm was coming up. Large drops of rain began 
5 to fall, and the wind blew in fierce gusts. 

Charney looked round for something to defend his plant, 
but nothing could be found. Hail began to rattle upon 
the stones, and with all a father’s tenderness he bent over 
the tiny stem to shield it from the fury of the tempest. 
10 When at last the storm was over he was drenched and 
weary, l)ut la jrivciola was safe. 

As time went on the plant flourished. The stem began 
to look woody, a glossy bark made its appearance, and 
Charney watcluMl it more eagerly than ever. 

IB “ If only it would flower ! ” he said to himself. 


It is a long story; — how the little plant grew strong 
and large ; how, on one oticasion, it even saved Charney’s 
life ; and how beautiful the blossom proved to be. When 
the count was finally set free he carried with him to his 
at) old home his Picciola — Picciola to whom he owed not 
only his lift* but his happiness and the joys resulting from 
peace and good will toward mankind. 


Picciott (pitch-4-6 Ift) ; littk one ; an Italian term of endearment. 



THE STORY OF THE LILAC BUSH 


Kate 1)ou<jlas WioiiiN 

Kate Douglas Wiggin, now Mrs. is an American author who 

has written delightful stories for children and ()ldc*r readers. ‘‘The Birds* 
Christmas Carol" is one of her most popular books. This selection is 
taken from “ Tolly Oliver’s Troblem.” 

There M^as once a little lilac Inish that grew by a s 
child’s window. It had been a very busy lilac bush all its 
life : drinking moisture from the earth and making it into 
sap ; adding each year a tiny bit of wood to its slender 
trunk; filling out its leaf buds; making its leaves larger 
and larger; and then — oli^ tiffin! hanging m 

purple flowers here and there among its branches. 

It always felt glad of its hard work when Hester 
came to gather some of its flowera just before Easter 
Sunday. 

One spray went to the table where Hester and her xo 
mother ate together; one to Hesters teacher; one to the 
gray stone church around the comer, and one to a Ulitle 
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lame girl who sat, quite still, day after day, by the window 
of the next house. 

But one year the lilac bush grew tired of being good 
and working hard. The more it thought about it, the 
8 gadder and sorrier and more discouraged it grew. 

The winter had been dark and rainy. The ground 
was so wet that its roots felt slippery and uncomfortable. 
There was some disagreeable moss growing on its smooth 
brancheii. 

10 At last the lilac bush said : “ I will give up ; 1 am not 
going to bud or bloom or do a single thing for Easter 
this year ! If Hester wants her room shaded, she can pull 
the curtains down. The lame girl can — ” do without, it 
was going to say, but it didn’t dare — oh, it didn’t dare 
IS to think of the poor little lame girl without any comfort- 
ing flowers ; so it stopi)ed short and hung its head. 

Six or eight week.s ago Hester and her mother went 
out one morning to see the lilac bush. 

‘‘ It does n’t look as it should,” said Hester, shaking 
ao her head sadly. '• The buds are very few, and. %hey are 
all .shrunken. See how limp and flabby the stems of the 
leaves look ! ” 

“Perhaps it is dead,” said Hester’s mother; “or per- 
haps it is too old to bloom.” 

» “I’m not dead and I ’m not dying,” thought the 
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bush, “ though I 'd just as lief die as to keep on work- 
ing in this dark, damp, unpleasant winter, or spring, or 
whatever they call it.” 

And then Hester said: “My darling, darling lilac 
bush! Easter won’t be Easter without it; and lam# « 
Jenny leans out of lie’f window eveiy day as I come from 
school, and asks, 'Is the lilac budding?’” 

“ Oh, dear ! ” sighed the little bush. “ I wish she 
would n’t talk that way. It makes me so nervous to 
have Jenny asking questions about me. It stari-s my m 
s<ap circuLating. and I shall grow in spite of myself!” 

“Let us see what we can do to li«dp the lilac bush,” 
said Hester’s mother. “ Take your trowel and dig around 
the roots first. Then put in some new earth, the richest 
you can get, and w'o ’ll .snip off all the withered leaves is 
and dry tw igs, and see if it won’t take a new start.” 

“They make such a fu.s.s about me!” thought the 
lilac bush. “ It seems a pity that a thing can’t stop 
growing and be let alone and die if it wants to 1 ” 

But though it grumbled a trifle at first, it felt so much a> 
lietter after Hester and her mother liad spent the after- 
noon caring for it that it began to grow a little just out 
of gratitude, — and what do you think happened ? 

Day after day the sun shone, because everything seems 
to help the people and the things that help themselves. » 
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The rich earth gave eveiything it had to give for sap, 
and the warm air dried up the ugly moss that spoiled the 
beauty of its trunk. 

Then the lilac bush was glad again, and it could 
s hardly grow fast enough, because it knew it would be 
behind time, at any late. Of course it couldn’t stand 
still, grumbling and doing nothing for weeks, and get 
its work done as soon as the other plants. 

But it made sap all day long, and the buds grew into 
10 tiny leaves, and the leaves into larger ones, and then it 
began to group its flower buds among the branches. 

By this time it was the week before Easter, and it 
fairly sat up nights to work. 

Hester knew that it was going to be more beauti- 
M ful than it ever was before, but she was afraid that it 
wouldn’t bloom soon enough, it was so late this spring. 

But the very morning before Easter Sunday, Hester 
turned in her sleep and dreamed that a sweet, sweet 
fragraniMi was stealing in at her open window, 
ao A few minutes later she ran across her room, and 
lo! every cluster of buds on the lilac bush had opened 
into purple flowers. 

Th(iy wert‘ waving in the morning sunshine as if to say; 
“ We are ready, Hester ! We are ready, after all ! ” 
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NATHANIEL HAWjHOfiNE— 

M. A. L. Lake 


Mrs. M. a. L, I^ank is tin American editor and story-writer. 

Ah I did you once see Shelley plain, 

And did he stop to speak to you 
And did you sj>oak to iiun again? 

How strange it is and new I 6 

This is what one great English jKiet wrote of another. 
We all know very well what he meant. We have felt 
in the saino way about the great men of our own time. 

A time poet is often able to say what Ave cm only feel. 

How proud we should he if we had known George lo 
Washington, or if we had spoken to him, or even touched 
his hand! And if you liave read ^"Tanglewood Tales’^ 
and ‘^The Wonder Book'’ and ‘^Grandfather’s Chair/' 
you would like to know the man who could tell stories 
so well. You would like to see Hawthorne and have i5 
him “stop to speak to you." 

But sometimes a man is better known through his 
books than in any other way. There are men and women 
living now who saw Hawthorne every day, yet who did 
not know him so well as any one of you may know him 2 a 
if you care to read what he wrote. Most of his books 
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were written for older j^ople, but he loved children and 
was gla^ ^ write for them too. 

Haw&ome’s stories are often strange and mysterious 
because he liked to write about things which are hard to 
5 understand. He kept a notebook, and when an idea for 
a story came to liim, he wrote it down in this book. Here 
are some of his notes : 

To niak(‘. a story of all strange and impossible things. 

Two little boats of cork with a magnet in one and steel in 
10 the other. 

The voyage of a little boat made of a chip with a birch-bark 
sail, down a riv(‘r. 

A man living a wicked life in one plaice, and, at the same time, 
a good life in another. 
lU To make a story about the winds. 

A fairy tale about chasing Echo to her hiding place. Echo is 
the voice of a reflection in a mirror. 

A story fibout mis(‘hievous little sprites who hide in the hol- 
low teeth of some one who has given himself into their power. 
20 It should be a (dnUrs story. 

An idle man’s pleas\ires and thoughts during a day spent by 
the seashore: among them, that of sitting on top of a cliff, and 
throwing stones at his own shadow far below. 

To describt^ a boyish flght with snowballs, the victor to have a 
25 statue of snow erected to him. It might be a child’s story. 

Many of Hawthorne’s stories were written from the 
notes in this l^ook. Among the stories are, “ Footprints 
by the Seashore” and “ The Great Stone Face.” 
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He wrote other tales which were still more strange. 
There was the storj' of the minister who always wore a 
black veil over his face, no one knew why ; of the buried 
treasure which a man spent his life in searching for and 
which was only worthless paper ; and a story of the water « 
from the Fountain of Youth, which made the old young 
for a little while only to leave them miserable when its 
effect had passed. 

Underneath all these stories there lies a hidden meaning, 
whether we understand it or not. It is the one thing to lo 
remember about his work. 

Hawthorne liked to write about New England. He 
told again the stories and legends of the ancient govemora 
of Mas.sachusetts and of the famous Provinct' House where 
they lived. Many of his books for older jjeople are about is 
New England life, though one famous novel was a story 
of Italy. 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE — TI 

Hawthorne was born in Salem, Mass., on the Fourth 
of July, 1804. His father was a sea caj^tain, and died 
when his little boy was only four years old. ao 

The poor child had a sad and lonely boyhood.^ He 
used to say, “ Well, mother, I think I will go to sea and 
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never come back.” It seemed to him that anything would 
be better than the long, dull days in which he suffered so 
keenly from loneliness. 

Hawthorne inherited his love of the sea. He says of 
6 his ancestors : From father to son, for above a hundred 
years, they followed the sea ; a gray-headed shipmaster 
in each generati(jn retiring from the quarter-deck to the 
homestead, while a boy of fourteen took the hereditary 
place before the mast, confronting the salt spray and the 
10 gale whu^h had blustered against his sire and grandsire. 
The boy, also, in due time, passed from the forecastle 
to the cal)In, spent a tempestuous manhood, and returned 
from liis world wanderings to grow old and die, and 
mingle his dust with his natal earth.” 

15 As Hawthorne grcnv up he liad few friends. He was 
said to be shy and dreamy, silent and unwilling to talk. 
He took long walks alone in the woods and by the sea- 
shore, often walking many mih^s at night after he had 
been studying and writing all day. 
ao We do not even live at our house,” he used to say. 
No wonder he tliought so ! Sometimes he did not see 
his mother and sist('r for wrecks, although they were under 
the same ixyof. No cheerful family tiible brought them 
together three times a day. He grew used to eating 
m alone in his dreary room j going out only when darkness 
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fell, for rest and change. It is not strange that he saw * 
life in a different way from that in whicli others see it. 

Years after, he went back to the old house and sat in 
the little room where ho had been so unhappy. ^^The 
man wlio writes my life/’ he said, ^‘sliould make much a 
of this room,” 

Hawthorne was tall and handsome. Ilis eyes were 
wonderful in their depth and brilliancy. His hair was 
brown and wavy. There was a grcnit chann about him 
to those who loved him. His wife g«iid of a friend who lo 
came to call at their house : He kept his face turned t6 
Mr. Hawthorne as the sunflower to the sun. When I spoke 
and he tried to turn to me, his head whirled back again.’* 
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Hawthorne was very happy in his own home with his 
wife and children. When he lost his place in the Salem 
customhouse he dreaded to tell his wife the bad news. 

When he did tell her she said bravely, ^^Now you 
5 will have time to write your book.” And the book thus 
written pioved to be the great work of his life. 

His childnm thought him the most wonderful pla 3 nnate 
and story-Udler in the world. His little boy wrote in a 
leiter, Papa has taught Una and me to make paper 
10 boats, and the bureau in my room is covered with paper 
steamers and boats.” 

Hawthorne liad many homes. He lived in Concord and 
. in Lenox ; in 1853 he was sent to Liverpool, England, 
as consul, by his college friend, Fianklin Pierce, then 
IS President of the United States; and he spent in Concord 
the last few years before his death; but the greater part 
of his life was passixl in Salem. 

In Concord you may still see the houses where he lived 
and the lonely hilltop where he liked to walk. Here, his 
ao tall figum, wrap],>ed in a cloak and outlined against the 
evening sky, was a familiar sight to the village people. 

To this hill, also, he used to flee at the approach of 
strangers ; for, great and famous though he was, he did 
not wish to be treated like a great man. His life was not 
25 for the world, but for the quiet spot which he called hpme. 
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HOW WE FOUND THE HAW 

FRANCEi? E. CkOMETON 

Frances E. CRoad>TON (Mrs. Walsh) is an Engl\sij wrif<*r of stories for 
young people. Her books show an intimate knowUnlge of chiKl iiatwre. 

Note. — This lesson is taken from a delightful little V.ook called “ TWI 
(rentle Heritage.*' It is the story of a fanuly of English children and their 
neighbor, who became their very good friend. The Haw lay between their 6 
home and his, and was the scene of their first meeting. 


One hot afternoon in June we were playing at “sav- 
ages ” in the orchard, with a heap of uld pea sticks for oiir 
wigwams. We were enjoying it very much, but we had 
not been able to find Paul when we began to play, which jo 
was tiresome, because only lour savages are rather few, 
especially when we want to mak(‘ a good noise. And 
though Paul cannot always understand our games that 
we have taken from books, he does very well to fill up. 

So at last I said, “ It is .so .stuijid to have no one to is 
leave to take care of my wigwam when I go out to fight ! 

I shall go and find Paul.” 

“We will all come too,” said Patricia. “We can cool 
down while we look for him,” and she fanned herself with 
her pinafore, for “savages” is a game that needs, a good » 
deal of exertion. 
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think he went round to the woodhouse to talk to 
Timothy,” said Bobby ; and we all ran one after another 
out of the orchard. 

When we went down the shrubbery walk, there was Paul 
6 coming out from amongst the laurels on his hands and 
kne^ as if he had been crawling. He stood up when he 
saw us, but he looked rather odd, and very dirty about the 
hands and knees. Also the front of his blouse was torn. 

“Where have you been?” said Bobby, pouncing on 
10 him. 

“ Lot me go,” said Paul majestically, for he does not 
like to have any one take liberties with him. 

“ Then say where you have been,” ordered Patricia. 
“ If you don’t, I dare say we might have to tell some- 
w body." 

“ I have been in the Haw,” said Paul sulkily. 

“ Oil, Paul, not really ! ” 1 could not help saying. 

He nodded. “ 1 have been often,” he said. 

“ Nell, he is only telling stories,” warned Patricia. 

*0 Paul shook his head very hard. 

“Well, you know you couldn’t get into the Haw from 
the garden, when we haven’t a gate in it at all.” 

“ I have my little door,” said Paul. 

“ Nell, it is no use talking to him any longer. He is 
v only telling stories,” said Patricia. 
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“ Ow ! I have been in the Haw ! ” shouted Paul, stamp- 
ing his foot. 

“ Then how did you get there ? ” said Patricia, putting 
on her magisterial look. We have never s.ien father on 
the bench, but we feel quite sure that lie'has e.xactly that 5 
look, becaitso Patri ha is so like Iutu in tlie face, though 
not in anything else. Paul began tu l(K)k stublairn. 

“ Paul, dear,” I .said as coaxingly a.s 1 could, “ do be 
a nice little boy, and tell us how you got into the Haw.” 
“Through a hole,” he .‘aid, frowning at Patricia. lo 

“ A hole ! Where ? ” 

“ A hole in the hedge.” 

“ Oh, Paul, it is tlie yew hedge, and yards thick, you 
know it i.s ! ” 

“There is a hole,” he said obstinately. » 

“ Well, do you think you could show us ?” i/ 

“ I don’t know,” he said gloomily. “ I think I don’t 
want to show you.” Then he suddenly brightened up, 
because he is not an ill-natured little boy. “ I ’ll show 
you,” he said. “ Let j ou and me go into the Haw now.” 28 
“ But the others w'ant to come too, Paul, dear.” 

“Very well,” he said generottsly, and he went down 
on his hands and knees, and began to crawl into th® 
bushes. We all followed solemnly, for fi^:|piew,that if 
we laughed h« FOdliyilpp- We went cxa'iliil^J’ough 2B 
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the shrubs ; it was a nice little arched passage, and looked 
like a place that the dogs might have made in running 
through the shrubbery. 

It began to be exciting. Paul crawled along quite con- 
s fidently, as if he knew all about it, winding in and out, 



and sometimes lying almost flat and wriggling, for the 
8brul)8 were very thick. We oime to the hedge at last. 
There was no bole, as we knew perfectly well, for it is an 
old yew hedge, very thick and high, and growing down to 
10 tile ground like a green wall. 

“There ! ” said Bobby, stopping and sitting back on his 
feet. “1 was sure it was stories, and now we shall have 
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to tell, and you know what will happen. Oh ! well, 1 
beg your pardon, and 1 aay, how joUy ! ” 

For Paul waa taking no notice of him, but had found 
the place he wanted, and had pulled one of the branches * 
back. There wa^ a neat little round door. B 

“Get out of the v^ay, ” .slid Jiobbj, in gn*at delight. 
“We are all coining outi, at once.” 

So we all crawlwl through into the Ilaw, and the 
branch closed behind us, and wi! were outsifh*. 

We .saw in a moment tJiat it was one of the nicest lo 
places in tlie world. It was just a long, narrow piece of 
waste ground, with a cart road running through the 
middle of it ; but the ruts were all o^;crgrown with grass, 
because it only led to field.s. It lay on a little slope where 
the sumshine came, and all about the Haw were furze » 
bushes, quite yellow with flowers, and shining in the sun. 

It wa.s so warm there, and so (juii^t, e.vcept for the bees 
humming among the furze, and that was only a sleepy 
sound ; and there was a breath of wind that made the 
smell of the furze stronger. We loved the Haw from the ao 
first moment. , Abri<iged. 

Haw : an inclosftd yard or garden. — pea sticks : Hticks for pea viri^ to 
climb on. — bench : the seat where judges sit in court. — furie : a thomy, 
evergreen shrubs bearing yellow flowers, common in Great Britain. It ii 
also called gone and whin, 
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BIRDS IN SUMMER 

Mary Howitt 

Mary Howitt (1798-1888), the wife of William Howitt, was an 
English writer of stories and poems for young people. 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be ! 

Flitting about in each leafy tree ; 

5 They have left their nests in the forest bough, 

Those homes of delight they need not now, 

And the young and the old they wander out 
And traverse their green world round about; 

And, hark ! at the top of this leafy hall 
10 How one to the other they lovingly call ; 

(k)me up ! come up ! ’’ they seem to say, 

‘‘Where the topmost twigs in the breezes sway; 

‘^Come up! come up! for the world is fair 
Where the merry leaves dance in the summer air.’’ 
irt And the birds below give back the cry, 

‘‘We come! we come! to the branches high!” 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 

^ Flitting about in a leafy tree ! 

And away through the air what joy to go 
90 And to look on the bright green earth below! 
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How pleasant the life cf a bird must be ! 

Skimming about on the breezy sea, 

Cresting the billows like silvery foam, 

Then wheeling away to its cliff-built home; 

What joy it must be to sail upborne 9 

By a strong, free wing through the rosy mom, 

To meet the young sun face to face 

And pierce like a shaft the boundless space! 

To go when a joyful fancy calls 

Dashing adown 'mong the waterfalls, 10 

Then wheeling about with its mates at play 
Above and below and among the spray, 

Hither and thither with screams as wold 
As the laughing mirth of a rosy child. 

What joy it must be like a living breeze lo 

To flutter about ’mong the flowering trees, 

Lightly to soar and to see beneath 

The wastes of the blossoming purple heath 

And the yellow furze like fields of gold 

That gladden some fairy regions old; ao 

Chi mountain tops, on the billowy sea, 

On the leafy stems of a forest tree, 

How pleasant the life of a bird must bel ^ 
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THE BROKEN FLOWPIRPOT — I 

Bulwek Lvtton 

Sir Edward George Bulweu Lytton wa« a British 

novelist and poet. lie wrot** many novels, atMoi'jif ilio most j^opiilar of 
which is the “Last I>ay8 of Pompeii.” l‘bi« seiertion is fn>»n The 
Caxtons.” 

My father, Mr. Ca.xton, was seated on the lawn before « 
the house, his straw hat over his oyt^ (it was summer), 
and his book on hi.s lap. Suddenly a heautif delf blue- 
and-white flower])ot, wliieh had been set on the wi|li||li^< ■' 
sill of an upper story, fell to the ground n itfi a ('rash, asi4 / 
the fragments spluttered up round inv lather’s h^gs. 1ft 

But, totally absorljed in his Itook, inv fatlua- continued '4d. 
to read. “Dear, dear!’’ (tric'd my mother, who was at 
work in the porch ; “ my poor Howerpcjt, that I prized bo 
much! Who could have (lone this? Prirnmin.s, Prhriminsl” 
-Mrs. Primmins po])pe(l her head out of the window) « 
nodded to the summons, and came down in a trice, p^le 
and breathless. “01i!”said my iiMjther moumfuny, y I 
would rather have lost all the plants in the grcenhouee in 
the great blight last May, — 1 would rather anything else 
w®re broken. The poor geranium I reared myself, and ao 
the flowerpot which Mr. Caxton bought for me my last 
birthday! That naughty child mast have done this 1 ” 
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Mrs. Primmins was dreadfully afraid of my father; 
why, I know nOt, except that very talkative, social per- 
sons are usually afraid of very silent, shy ones. She cast 
a hasty glance at her master, who was beginning to evince 
5 signs of attention, and cried promptly, No, ma’am, it was 
not the dear boy ; it was I ! ” 

You ? How could you be so careless ? and you knew 
how I prized them both. 0 Primmins ! ” 

Primmins began to sob. ‘‘Don’t tell fibs, nursey,” said 
10 a small, shrill voice ; and Master Sisty, coming out of the 
house as bold as brass, continued rapidly, “ Don’t scold Prim- 
mins, mamma ; it was I who pushed out the flowerpot.” 

“Hush!” said nurse, more frightened than ever, and 
looking aghast toward my father, wlio had very delib- 
15 erately taken oif his hat and was regarding the scene 
Jiith serious eyes, wide awake. 

“ Hush ! — And if he did bniak it, ma’am, it was quite 
an accident ; he was standing so, and he never meant it* — 
Did you, Master Sisty ? Speak [this in a whisper], or 
•i(> papa will be so angry!” 

“ Well,” said my mother, “ I suppose it was an accident ; 
take care in future, my child. You are sorry, I see, to 
have grieved me. There ’s a kiss ; don’t fret.” 

“ No, mamma, you must not kiss me ; I don’t deserve it. 
» I pushed out the flowerpot on purpose.” 
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“Ha! and why? ’ said my father, walking up. Mrs. 
Primmins trembled like a leaf. 

“ For fun,” said 1, hanging my liead ; “just to see how 
you’d look, papa; and that’s the truth of it. Now beat 
me, do beat me I ” « 

My father threw liis book fifty yards off, stoopc'i down, 
and caught me to his breast “ Boy,” he said, “ you have 
done wrong ; you shall repair it by lemembering ail y our 
life that your fath(!r ble.ssed (lod for giving him a sou who 
spoke truth in spite of fear. Oh, Mrs. I’riinmms, the next lo 
fable of tilts kind you try toteacli him parts us forever!” 

Not long after that event, Mr. Sipiills, who often made 
me little presents, gave me one far exceeding in value 
those usually bestowed on children ; it was a beautiful 
largo domino box in cut ivory, painted and gilt. This w 
domino box was my delight. I w'as never weary of play* 
ing at dominoes with Mrs. Primmins, and I slept with the 
box under my pillow. 

“Ah ! ” said my father one day, when he found me 
ranging the ivory pieces in the parlor, “ ah ! you like 20 
that better than all your playthings, eh?” 

“ Oh, yes, papa ! ” 

“ You would be very sorry if your mamma were to 
throw that box out of the window, and break it, for fun.” 

I looked beseechingly at my father, and made no answer, as 
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“ But perhaps you would be very glad,” he resumed, “ if 
suddenly one of those good fairies you read of could chaS^' 
the domino box into a beautiful geranium in a lovely blu^ 
and-^white flowerpot, and you could have the pleasure of 
6 putting it on your mamma’s window sill.” 

“ Indeed I would, ” said I, half crying. 

“ My dear boy, I believe you ; but good wishes don’t 
mend bad actions ; good actions mend bad actions.” So 
saying, he shut the door and went out. I Cfinnot tell you 
10 how puzzled 1 was to make out what my father meant. 
But I know that I played at dominoes no more that day. 


THE BROKEN FLOWERPOT — II 

The next moming my fatlier found me seated by myself 
under a tree in the garden. He paused, and looked at me 
with his grave bright eyes very .steadily. “ My boy,” said 
i."! he, “I am going to walk to Fairworth; will you come? 
And, by the by, bring your domino box; I should like to 
show it to a person there.” I i"<in in for the box. 

“ Papa,” saiil 1, by the way, “ there are no fairies now.” 

“ What then, my child ? ” 

X) “ Wliy, how then can my domino box be changed into 
a geranium and a blue-and-white flowerpot ? ” 
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dear/' said my father, leaning his hand on my 
shoulder, everybody who is in earnest to be good carries 
two fairies about with him, — one here/' and he touched 
my forehead, and one here, ' and he bmohed my hearts. 

I don't understand, papa/' 

I can wait till yon do, Sisty/' 

My father stopped at a preenhonse, and, after looking 
over the flowers, ])ansed ))ef()re a large double geranium. 
^‘Ah, this is finer than thai which your mamma was so 
fondjpf. What is the jwice of this, sir?” lo 

^‘Only seven and six])ence,'' said the gardener. My 
father buttoned up his 

cant afford it to-day/’ said he gently, and we 
walked out. 

On entering the town, we stopped again at a, china ware- i5 
house, ^^Ilave you a flowiTpot like that I houglit some 
months ago? All, here is one marked thr(‘<‘ and sixpence. 
Yes, that is tlie pi’icc. W(d], whcii your inaanma’s birth- 
day comes again, we must buy lu'r another. That is some 
months to vrait; and we (‘an wait, my l)oy ; fordruth that 20 
blooms all the year round is hett-(‘r than a ])oor geranium, 
and a word that is never broken is better than a piece 
of delf/' 

■O. 

My head, which had been drooping before, rose again ; 
but the ^ush of joy at iny heart almost stifled me. n 
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“ I have called to pay your little bill,” said my father, 
entering the shop of one of those fancy stationers, common 
in country towns, who sell all kinds of pretty toys and 
knickknacks. “And, by the way,” he added, as the smU- 
8 ing shopman looked over his books for the amount, “ I 
think my little boy here can show you a handsome speci- 
men of French workmanship. ShoAV your domino box, 
my dear.” 

I produced my treasure, and the shopman was liberal 
xo in his commendations. 

“ It is always well, my boy, to know what a thing is 
worth, in case one wishes to part with it. If my son gets 
tired of his plaything, what will you give him for it ? ” 

“Why, sir,” saiil the shopman, “1 fear we could not 
15 afford to give more than eighteen .shillings for it, unless 
the young gentleman took some of those pretty things in 
exchange.” 

“ Eighteen shillings ! ” said my father ; “ you would give 
that? Well, my boy, whenever you do grow tired of your 
ao box, you have my leave to sell it.” 

My father paid his bill and went out. I lingered behind 
a few moments, and joined him at the end of the street. 

“Papa, papa!” I cried, clapping my hands, “we can 
buy the geranium ; we can buy the flowerpot.” And I 
as pulled a handful of silver from my pocket. 
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“Did I not say right?’" said my father. “You have 
found tlie two fairies ! ” 

Ah ! how proud, how overjoyed I was, when, after 
placing vase and flower on the window sill, 1 plucked my 
mother by the gown, and made her follow me to ihe spot! s 

“It is his doing and his mone}^” said my father. 
“Good actiou-s have mended tlie had.” A<ii.|.t«d. 

delf: a vavk'ty of earthen wart>, called r/^T/* or (hlf), from Pelft, in Iloh 
land, where it was inamifactured. — trice: ori^cinully thrice, or while one 
can count three. — Master Sisty : the hoy ho tcdk the 8\ory. — Beven and 
sixpence: seven shillings and sixpence, or a dollar and eighty cents. — 
eighteen shillings: four dollars and thirty-two cents. 


A CHILD’S FANCY 


Mini AM S. Clark 

Miriam S. Clark is a young wriU^r whose home is in Minneapolis, 

Minne.sota. 

When the day is nearly over, and the sliadows are all lo 
gray, 

There’s a place in father’s garden where I dearly love 
to stay, 

For I’m tired of aU my lessons, and I’m weary of my 
play 

When the day is nearly over, and the shadows are' all 
gray. 
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'fbere’s a mo^^^herly old willow growing close against 
the wall, 

And I climb up in her branches, and I know I cannot 
fall, 

For she rocks me very softly, in her gentle, loving 
way, 

When the day is nearly over, and the shadows are all 
gray. 

r. Softly to her heaves and branches come the breezes of 
tlui night, 

And they sing me songs of dreamland, in the dim and 
restful light ; 

“Sleep and slumber, shs'j) and slumber, little child,” 
they seem to say, 

“ For the day is nearly o\ er, and the shadows are all 

sriiy-” 
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THE ARGONAUTS 

Charles Kingsley 

Charles Kixghlky (1819 1875) v-as an English clergyman, uoTeUst, 
and poet. The Water Babies'* and ** The Heroes" are tvo delightful 
books which he wrote for children. Among his novels are “Hypatia" 
and “Westward Ho, ’ whicli are greatly liked by young jwoplo. 

One of the most famous tah‘s in (ireek mythology is that of ihc Argo- 5 
nauts, a band of heroes who sailed away in the goo 1 slop Argo to tiind the 
Golden Fleece. Among them wen; Jason, tlie loader; Orpheus, who could 
charm wild beasts, and (n'cn rocks and trees, with his luusic; Castor and 
Pollux, the famous twins; and Pidens, the father of the great Achilles. 

Kingsley has told the story in prose which is aln>ost as musical as verse. 10 
Note the rhythmical cadence of many of the lines. U'*;ually metrical prose 
is not to be admired, but in this case it suggests the old days when such 
tales were sung or chanted by wandering story-tellers. 


When a fair wind rose tlie Argonauts sailed eastward 
till they came to the Pillars of Hercules and the Medi- is 
terranoan Sea. And thence they sailed on through the 
deeps of Sardinia, and pjist the Anson ian i.^lands, till they 
came to a flowery island, upon a still, bright summer’s 
eve. And as they neared it, slowly and wearily, they 
heard sweet songs upf)n the .shore. But when Mede* ao 
heard it, she started, and cried, “Beware, all heroes! for 
these are the rocks of the Sirens. You must pass close 
by them, for there is no other channel ; but those Vho 
listen to that song are lost.” 
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Then Orpheus spoke, the king of all minstrels : “ Let 
them match their song against mine. I have charmed 
stones, and trees, and dragons; how much more the hearts 
of men!” So he caught up his lyre, and began his song, 
fl And now they could see the Sirens on the flowery isle ; 
three fair maidens sitting on the beach, beneath a red 
rock in the setting sun, among beds of crimson poppies 
and golden asphodel. Slowly they sang and sleepily, 
with silver voices, mild and clear, which stole over the 
10 golden waters, and into the hearts of all the heroes, in 
spite of Orpheus’ song. 

And all things stayed around and li.stened : the gulls 
sat in white lines along the rocks; on the beach great 
seals lay basking, and kept time with lazy heads, while 
IB silver shoals of fish came up to hearken, and whispered 
as they broke the shining calm. The wind overhead 
hushed his whistling, as he .shepherded his clouds toward 
the west ; and the clouds stood in mid blue, and listened 
dreaming, like a flock of golden sheep. 

80 And as the heroes listened, the oars fell from their 
hands, and their heads drooped on their breasts, and 
they clased their heavy eyes; an<i|A they dreamed of 
bright, still gardens, and of slumbers under murmuring 
pines, till all their toil seemed foolishness, and they 
at thought of their renown no more. 
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Then one lifted his head suddenly, and cried : What 
use in wandering forever? Let us stay here and rest 
awhile.” And another, ^‘Let us row to the shore, and 
hear the words they sing.” And another, ‘‘ I care not for 
5 the words, but for the music. They shall sing me to 
sleep, that I may rest.” 

Then Medea clapped her hands together, and cried, 
Sing louder, Orpheus, sing a bolder strain ; wake up 
these hapless sluggards, or none of them will see the 
10 land of Hellas more.” 

Tb(m Oi pheus lifted his harp, and crashed his cunning 
hand across tlie strings ; and his musics and his voice rose 
like a trumpet through tlie still evening air; into the air 
it rush(‘d like thunder, till the rocks rang and the sea ; 
15 and into their souls it rushed like wdne, till all hearts beat 
fast within their breasts. 

And he sang the song of Pemeus, how the gods led him 
over land and sea, and how he slew the loathly Gorgon, 
and won himself a peerless bride; and how he sits now 
with the gods upon Olympus, a shining star in the sky, 
immortal with his immortal bride, and honored by all 
men below. 

So Oipheus sang, and the Sirens, answering each other 
across the golden sea, till Orpheus’ voice drowned the 
95 Sirens’, and the heroes caught their oars again: 
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And they cried, We will be men like Perseus, and we 
will dare and suffer to the last. Sing us his song again, 
brave Orpheus, that we may forget the Sirens and their 
spell/' And, as Orpheus sang, they dashed their oars 
into the sea, and kept time to his music as they fled fast « 
away ; and the Sirens’ voic(^s died behind them in the 
hissing of the foam along their wake 

But when tlie Sirens saw that they were conquei'ed, 
they shrieked for envy and rage, and leapt from the beach 
into the sea, and were changed into rocks until this dav. lo 
Then they came to the straits by Lilyl)auiin, and saw 
Sicily, the three-cornered island, under wdiich Encjeladus 
the giant lies groaning day and night, and wlum he turns 
the eailh (piakes, and his hi'eath bin-sls out in maring 
flames from the highest cone of Etna, above the chestnut w 
woods. And there Charybdis cauglit tlumi in its fearful 
coils of wave, and rolled mast-high about tlicm, and spun 
them round and round ; and they could go neither back 
nor forward, while the whirlpool sacked them in. 

And while they struggled they saw near tliem, on the 20 
other side the strait, a rock stand in the water, with its 
peak wrapt in clouds — a rock which no man could climb, 
though he had twenty hands and feet, for the stone was 
smooth and slippery, as if polished by man’s hand j and ’ 
halfway i|p a misty cave looked out toward the west. sv 
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And when Orpheus saw it he groaned, and struck his 
hands together. And “ Little will it help us,” he cried, 
“to escape the jaws of the whirlpool; for in the cave 
lives Scylla, the searhag with a young whelp’s voice ; my 
B mother warned me of her ere we sailed away from Hellas ; 
she has six heads and six long necks, and hides in tliat 
dark cleft. And from her cave she fishes for all things 
which pass by — for shaiks, and seals, and dolphins, and 
all the herds of Amphitrite. And never ship’s crew 
10 boasted that they came safe by her rock, for she bends 
her long necks down to them, and every mouth takes up 
a man. And who will help ns now? For Hera and Zeus 
hate us, and our sliip is foul with guilt ; so we must die, 
whatever befalls.” 

IB Then out of the deptlis came Thetis, Peleus’ silver- 
footed bride, for lo\ e of her gallant husband, and all her 
nymphs around her; and they played like snow-white dol- 
phins, diving on from wave to wave, before the ship, and 
in her wake, and beside her, as dolphins play. And they 
•JO caught the .ship, and guided her, and passed her on from 
hand to hand, and tossed her through the billows, as 
maidens toss the ball. And when Scylla stooped to seize 
her, they struck back her ravening heads, and foul Scylla 
whined, as a whelp whines, at the touch of their gentle 
hands. But she shrank into her cave affrighted, — for all 
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bad things shrink from good. — and Argo leapt safe past 
her, while a fair breeze rose behind. Then Thetis and 
her nymphs sank down to their coral caves beneath the 
sea, and their gardens of green and piuple, w'nero live 
flowers bloom all the year round ; while the heroes went s 
on rejoicing, yet dreading what might come next. 

AdaptcHl from “ 

Oi^pheus (fu8). — Pcleua (Ifis). — Achinca: of the hen»e» of the 

Trojan war. — Ar'gonauts. — Pillars of Her'cules : (Gibraltar and the upj' >»ite 
rocks, which, according to the Greek story, had been sjdit apart by Hercules. 

— Auso'nian islands: Ausonia was a raino ofbni used by the j>oet8 for 
Italy. — Medela : a sorceress or witch, the wile of Jason. -- as'phodel: the 
asphodel of the Greeks was the narcissus. Our word iiaffhdit comes from 
this word. — Hellas : Greece. — Per'seus (sus) — loathly : disgusting. — 
Gor'gon: Medusa, who had snaky lot^ks. — Olym'pus: tiie heaveU'kisslng 
hill, which the Greeks believed to br. the home of the gods. — bilybie'lim. 

— Encebadus: one of those giants who had been enemies of the goda. 
When he was conquered, Mt. Etna was throAvii upon him to keep him 
down. Charyb'dis : a fearful whirlpool. — Scyria : a dangerous rock 
opposite Charybdis; both are personified as hatefa) monsters. — Ampbi- 
tri'te: the wife of the sea god Neptune. — Zeus (zus) and Hela : the king 
and queen of the gods. The Romans called them Jupiter and Juno. — 
Thvlis: the mother of Achilles. 
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EXPERIENCES OF A CATERPILLAR 

A. L. O. E. 

Chablottk Tucker was an Englishwoman who wrote several books 
for children and a few for older people. 8he adopted as her signature the 
letters A. L. O. E. (A Lady of England). Miss Tucker died in 1893. 

Note. — The caterf>illar of the goat moth is two or three inches long; 

5 it is flesh colored, with a black head. It has an odor like that of a goat. 
The egg of the goat moth is laid in the bark of a tree, and the newly 
hatched caterpillar feeds nj)on the. wood, thus killing the tree. The 
poplar, elm, willow, and oak are the favorite trees of the goat moth. 


One day, as I was making my w'ay through a bit of 
10 timber, 1 was startled by a noise and a sudden shock. 

A very little time passed, aud then again came that ter- 
rible sound; the whole tree seemed to (juiver and shake; 
and suddenly the daylight flashed upon me. 

Some being of the human race was cutting down, with 
18 a bright, sharp instrument, a branch from the tree in 
which I was dwelling. 

It was the first time I had ever seen a man. He 
looked like a horrible monster, and he seemed not to 
think much better of me. 

80 “ Here 's an ugly grub,” be observed, “ that ’s eating its 

way right into the wood. I ’ll take it home and put it in 
the little drawer of my table. 
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“ My boy is coming home to-morrow, and he is curious 
about all these creatures ; he may like to examine this one." 

So the man carried me home. I was soon shiit up in 
darkness — quite securely, as he supposed — in his drawer. 

“ Ha, ha ! ” laughed I to myself ; “ here ’s a fine, wide n 
tunnel that man has bcred, and very neatly he has done 
it. But if he thinks he can keep the c^iterpillar of a 
goat moth liis prisoner here, he’ll find he is veiy much 
mistaken ! ” 

I set to work with my good, strong jaws at the side of lo 
the drawer in which I was confined. Before night was 
over I had gnawed my w'ay tlirough. When the day- 
light dawned I was crawling down what the man had 
called a table. 

As I was wondering in which direction 1 should turn, is 
in came ray enemy, and almost put hi.s f(»ot upon me. 

“ W'hy, if that caterpillar has not eaten its way out!” 
he exclaimed. “ What jaws the ugly creature must have ! 

I ’ll put it into a tumbler ; it can’t cite through a glass.” 

Writhe and twist as I might, I could not escape from 20 
those dreaded fingers which held me so firmly. 

I was dropped into a bright kind of cocoon that looked 
as if made of pure water, for I was able to see right 
through it. It did not shade me at all from the daylight, 
as my dear, old willow had done. as 
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This tumbler was a hundred times harder than any 
wood tliat I ever had met with. In vain I tried to bite 
the smooth, slippery surface. 

“I’m a lost caterpillar ! ” sighed I, as I lay at the 
6 bottom of the tumbler, quite worn out with my fruitless 
efforts. But I did not lie long inactive in my prison. 

“ I am not only .strong to bite,” I said to myself, “ I 
am also clever tf) si)in. I can not only bore a tuimel 
through wood, I can make a ladder of silk.” 

10 I found, to my joy, that though my jaws could make 
no mark upon glass, yet my gummy silk would stick to 
its surface. 

Bravely I went on wdth my labor. Before very long 
my strong, wedge-shaped head was jieeping over the edge 
IS of the tumbler. 

“ How shall I descend now ? ” thought I. “ I must let 
myself down, as 1 helped myself u^' by a silken ladder.” 

At that moment the man oaujp^ll^ght of me. 

“If this lively caterpillar isn’t making its escape 
ai again!” he exclaimed. “The creature seems resolved to 
get off, one way or another.” 

My tormentor knocked me down again to the bottom 
of my prison. Then he suddenly tunied it over, giving 
me another tumble on the hard surface of what I heard 
as the man call a plate. 
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The glass now shut me in above, as well as ail around, 
so that there could be no possible use in climbing. Below 
me was the plate, just as hard as the glass. There was 
no weak point which I could attack with my jaws. 



“ Now 1 ’ll put a good, heavy book on the tumbler, to 6 
keep it down,” said the man. “ My ugly grub will be as 
secure as if locked up in an iron safe.” 

I lay very still in my shining prison till the man had 
quitted the place. Neither my courage nor my strength 
had failed me yet. lo 

As soon as I felt sure of not being observed, I crept 
round the edge of the glass, trying to find any place where 
it did not quite touch the plate. 
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Happily for me, just in one part there was either a 
sinking in the plate or a rise in the glass. The two did 
not exactly fit, and air from without came through. 

Here was an opportunity not to be lost. Now were 
s my four thousand muscles to be brought into play. My 
liberty, if not my life, depended upon the success of the 
effort which I was making. 

With my head 1 lifted glass and book a little, then a 
little more : surely never before had caterpillar attempted 
10 so difficult a feat. 

My whole head was squeezed under my prison at last ; 
and where the head can go the whole body can generally 
manage to follow. 

Ha, ha ! I laugh whenever I remember that day. How 
15 the man must have looktd, when he came back with his 
boy, to find the glass tumbler empty, with the big book 
resting uixin it, and the caterpillar nowhere to be seen I 

I stopped to curl myself up and rest awhile ; but I dared 
not rest long. I feared that the man would return before 
» 1 could hide myself out of his sight. 

Luckily for me, he had left the door of his great cocoon 
ojien. Much as I dislike the daylight, I was glad enough 
to find myself once more in the free, open air, and not far 
from my own willow tree. 


AteMgcd. 
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THE SOUL OF A BUTTERFLY 

m 

T. W. Hiooinsok 

Thomab Wentworth IIiooinbok was born in Canibruige, in 

1 823. He has written tnarty books, — hisk'ries, stories^ poetris, and esaays. 
Colonel Higginson was in t!io Civil War and has writU>ri interesting 
sketches of his army life. 

Over the field where the brown quails whittle, 

Over the fenin where the rabbits iie, 

Floats the ireiriiilous d»)wn a thistU^ 

Is it the soul of a butterfly? 

See! how they scatter and tluai assemble; 

Filling the air while the blossoms fade, — lo 

Delicate^ atoms, tliat whirl and tnaiible 

In the slanting sunlight tliat skirts the glade. 

There goes the summers inconstant lover, 

Drifting and wandering, faint and far; 

Only bewailed by the upland plover, 

Watched by only the twilight star. 

Come next August, when thistles blossom, 

See how each is alive with wings! 

Butterflies seek their souls in its bosom, ^ 

Changed henceforth to immortal things. » 
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TIMOTHY’S INCANTATION 

Kate Douglas Wiggin 

Note. — Timothy was a little boy about ten years old. He and pretty 
little ** Lady Gay ” had been left friendless and homeless. Lady Gay was 
not his sister, but Timothy loved her dearly, and hearing that they were 
to be separated, he ran away with the little girl, hoping to find a home 
5 where they might be, together. They were taken in for a few days at the 
“ White Farm,” where Misks Vilda lived with Samantha and Jabe Slocum, 
her faitliful servants. Timothy is sorely afraid that Miss Vilda wdll not 
be willing ti) keep him and Lady Gay, so he uses the wonderful “charm*' 
of which Jabe has told him. The book which tells the whole story is 
10 called “ Timothy’s Quest.” 


It was bedtime, and Timothy was in his little room 
carrying on the most elaborate and complicated plots for 
reading the future. It must be known that Jabe Slocum 
was as full of signs as a Farmer’s Almanac; and he had 
hi given Timothy more than one formula for attaining his 
secret desires, — old, well-worn recipes for luck, which had 
been tried for generations in Pleasant River, and which 
were absolutely certain ” in their results. 

The favorites were : 

90 Star bright, star light, 

First star I ’re seen to-night, 

Wish I may, wish I might, 

Get the wish I wish to-night; 
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and one still more impressive : 

Four posts upon my bod, 

Four comers overhead ; 

Matthew, Mark, 1 uke, and John, 

Bless the bed I lie upon. 5 

Matthew, John, Luke, and Mark, 

Grant my wish and keep it dark. 

These rhymes had been chanted with great solemnity, 
and Timothy sat by the open wnndow in the sweet dark- 
ness of the summer night, wishing that he and Gay might lo 
stay forever in this sheltered spot. I 'll make a sign of 
my very own,'* he thought. “ I 'll get Gay's ankle tie, 
and put it on the window sill, with the toe pointing out 
Then I '11 wish that if we are^f^^f? ^ White 

Farm, the angels will turn it ^^und, ‘ toe in ’ to the room, w 
for a sign to me ; and if we’ve got to go, I '11 wish they 
may leave it the other way; and, oh, dear! but I'm glad 
it’s so little and easy to move; and then ^I'll say 
‘Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John' four times over, 
wnthout stopping, as Jabe told me to, and then see how ao 
it turns out in the morning." 

But the incantation was more soothing than the breath 
of Miss Vilda’s scarlet poppies, and before the magical 
verse had fallen upon the drowsy air for the third time 
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Timojtby was fast asleep, with a smile of hope on his 
part#i lips. 

There was a sweet summer shower in the night. The 
soft breeapes, fresh from shaded dells and nooks of fern, fra- 
5 grant with the odor of pine and vine and wet wood violets, 


blew over the thirsty 
meadows and golden 
stubble fields, and brought 
an hour of gentle rain. 

It sounded a merry tin- 
tinnabulation on Saman- 
tha’s milk pans, wafted the 
scent of dripping honey- 
suckle into the farmhouse 
windows, and drenched the 
niglitcaps in which prudent 
farmers had dressed their 
haycocks. 

Next miming the green 
jwi world stood on tiptoe to 

welcome the victorious sun, and ev^ leaf shone as a child’s 
eyes might shine at the remembrance of a joy just past. 

A meadow lark perched on a swaying apple branch 
above Martha’s grave, and poured out his soul in grateful 
M melody; and Timothy, wakened by Nature’s sweet good 
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morning, leaped from the too fond embisce of MisS Vilda’s 
featherbed. . . . And lo, a miracle! . . . The woodbine blitng 
close to the wall beneath his window. It was tipped with 
strong, young shoots, reaching out their innocent hands 
to cling to any support that offered ; and one baby tendril t 
that seemed to have grown in a single night, so delicate 
it was, had somehow been blown by the sweet night wind 
from its drooping place on the parent vine, and, falling on 
the window sill, had curled lovingly louud Gay’s fairy 


shoe, and held it fast. 


From “ limotby's Quest/* 


10 


breath of x^ppies: opium, which produces slef'p, is made from poppies. 
It is said that even to smell the flowers makes one 


TO THE LADYBIRD 

Caroline B. Solthev 

Caroline B. Southey waH the wife of Robert Southey, a great Eng- 
Inh poet. She was born in 1780, and died in 1854. Mra Southey was 
the author of several books of verse. 

Note. — Ladybird,,„Qr ladybug, is the name children give to a little 
red beetle spotted w hich is often found on plants and flowers. Ri 

Ladybird, ladybird ! fly away home ! 

The field mouse has gone to her nest. 

The daisies have shut up their sleepy red eyes, . 

And the bees and the birds are at rest. 
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Ladybird, ladybird ! fly away home ! 

The glowworm is lighting her lamp, 

The dew ’s falling fast, and your fine speckled wings 
Will flag with the close clinging damp. 

5 Ladybird, ladybird ! fly away home ! 

Good luck if you reach it at last ! 

The owl ’s come abroad, and the bat ’s on the roam, 
Sharp-set from their llamazan fast. 

Ladybird, ladybii’d ! fly away home ! 

10 The fairy bells tinkle afar! 

Make haste, or they ’ll catch you, and harness you fast 
With a cobweb to Oberon’s car. 

Ladybinl, ladybird 1 fly away now 
To your house in the old willow tree, 
i« Where your children so dear have invited the ai^t 
And a few cozy neighbors to tea. 

Ladybird, ladybird ! fly away home I - 
And if not gobbled np by the way, 

Nor yoked by the fairies to Oberon’s car, 

20 You ’re in luck ! — and that '6 all I ’ve to say. ' 

Sotitli «7 (sowth'y or auth'y).-^4|iB4eyM: English dsisies are reddish in 
color. — glowworm ; a l^d of beotH^which gives out light as it moves. — 

•pocklod wings : wing cases. true wings are thin and not speckled 

iag: grow tired — shaip-set: hungry. — RanMTasan fast: the lenten flist of 
the Mohammedans. Ramazan means the hot month. ^ Ob'smn : king of 
the fairies. This is froquontly pronounced OImsdu. 
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THE LITTLE ACADIAN 

M. A. L. Lake 

Note. — Durinj; the war known in America aa the French and Indian 
War, the Erigiish found it necessary to <lrive away the French {>eaaant» 
from their home in what is now Nova Scotia. It w»is a cruel thing to do, 
but it was iiinxmaible to make these simple country folk loyal k? their Eng- 
lish master. The unhappy exiles were sent among the Engiish colonies H 
along the Atlantic coast ; families l^ec'arne 8<?paratM and never met. a gain - 
Longfellow's poem of EvaiigeHno " tells of this sad lime. 

Ml'S. Baxter tumecl lier hot fa.(ie for a moment from 
the blazing wood fire on tlie open hearth. 

“Well, Thomas/* she said briskly, “why don’t you lo 
come in and shut the door?” . 

It WAS an old house, built when Boston streets were 
country roads. Two great doors, on ojiposite sides of the 
kitchen, were for the oxen when they dragged in the huge 
idgs of woa<C( from the forest, 15 

These doors were rarely opened by Mrs. Baxter ; they 
were fastened by heavy iron hooks It was in a smaller 
dborway that her son Thomas stood, looking into the tidy 
kitchen. 

He was'^a strong, healthy boy about twelve years old, » 
with honest blue eyes and fr^kled cheeks. He wore a 
homespun jacket and corduroy trouseta a size too large 
for Mm. An old woojen cap of his father’s was dragged 
down over his ears. 
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Outside, the snow was coming down in fine, sharp flakes. 

“ Mother,” said Thomas, in a meek voice, quite unlike 
his usual one, “ I ’ve brought somebody home to dinner.” 

Mrs. Baxter swung the iron crane out over the hearth, 
6 so that the pork should not burn, and came to the door. 

“What in the world have you here, Thomas Baxter?” 
said slie severely. 

'i 

“ It ’s a little girl,” explained Thomas. “ She’s French, 
and she can’t talk much English. Her mother’s dead, 
10 and she doesn’t belong to anybody. So I took her,” he 
added cheerfully. 

Mrs. Baxter pulled a little, trembling figure into the 
warm room and shut the door. With quick fingers she 
took off the wet hood and showed a tear-stained, sad little 
i« face with dark eyes half hidden under tangled curls. 

“ Of all things ! ” began Mrs. Baxter. “ Where did 
you get her?” 

Thomas’s mind was quite easy now. He stroU^ qyer 
to the fire and stood bac^k to it, as his father often did, 
ao his wet boots pLanted well apart. 

“ I found her on- Long Wharf,” he went on to explain. 
“ The boys and I went down to see the transport come in, 
and there was a crowd on board of her. The wharf was 
black with people in no time. They were crying and 
15 talking. You can’t think how fast they talkj mother/’ 
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“ Poor things ! ” said Mrs Baxter. “ To have to leave 
home and come here among strange £olka this time of 
year — it ’s hard ! ” 

“ I say it 's a shame ! ” said Thomas fiercely. ISBm 
and her mother saw their hoiise burned before their • 
eyes, and her mother never smiled after that. She died 
on the ship. One of the soldiers told mo about it. He 
said he’d never do such work again, for the king or 
anybody else.” 

By this time Mrs. Baxter had the tired child in her lo 
motherly lap. The little one’s eyelids droojKsl heavily, 
and her curly head sank hack into the hollow of the 
ix>mfortable arm. She was nearly asleep already. 

“ I ’ll fight the king when I ’m a man,” went on Thomas 
loudly. w 

“Hush!” said his mother reprovingly. “Hear the 
boy talk ! You ’ll wake her. She can’t be more* than 
si:? years old, the poor dear. And 1 dare say the king 
is Sony to do it, but these Acadians have made him 
a world of trouble. They go on lielping the French, w 
and seem to foiget that they belong. to England.” 

“ Of course they help the French,” said Thomas. “ They 
are French themselves. If the French king should ‘con- 
quer us, don’t you suppose we would help the English if 
we could?” * 
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It was sometimes difficult to argue with Thomas. Many 
Puritan motherb thought that the birch rod was not used 
often enough in the Baxter household. 

“ Run into the fore room, my son,” said Mrs. Baxter, 
5 “ and bring my old plush coat. I took it out of the cedar 
chest this morning. It ’s warm and dry, and she ’U take 
cold in these wet clothes.” 

Thomas stood a moment on the threshold. “ Mother,” 
said he slowly, “ she ’s about as big as Lucy was. Could n’t 
10 she have her clothes ? Lucy was always giving her toys 
away. I think she would like it.” 

Ah, Master Thomas Baxter, that was a fine stroke ! 
' The boy saw that tears were in his mother’s eyes. She 
gathered the homeless child close in her arms. 

18 “ 1 wiH take her and keep her as my ow'n,” she saidj 

with a catch in her throat, as she looked at the delicate, 
weary face against her breast. “It would. please Lucy 
and it will please your father. You will haVe a little 
sister again, my son.” 

at Mrs. Baxter tried to smile as she looked across the room 
at the happy boy. Half waking, the little Acadian put 
up her tiny hand and stroked the kindly face above her. 

^Maman ! ” she murmured sleepily. 

Thomas shut the door softly. His own eyes were full 
SB of t^ars. 
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UTTLE BELL 

Thomas Westwood 


Thomas Westwood was an English |>oet who was bom in 1814. iis 
died in 1888. 



Rped the blackbird on the beechwood spray, 

Pretty maid, slow wandering this way, 

What 's your name ? ” quoth he. 5 

What's* your name? Oh! stop and straight unfold, 
Pretty maid with showery curls of gold.*' 

Little Bell,” said she. 
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Little Bell sat down beneath the rocks, 

And tossed aside her -gleaming, golden locks. 

"Bonny bird,” quoth she, 

"Sing me your best song before I go.” 

8 "Here’s the very finest song I know, 

Little Bell,” said he. 

And the blackbird piped — you never heard 
Half so gay a song from any bird; — 

Full of quips and wiles, 

10 Now so round and rich, now soft and slow, 

All for love of that sweet face below, 

Dimpled o’er with smiles. 

And the while that bonny bird did pour 
His full heart out freely o’er and o’er, 

18 ’Neath the morning skies, 

In the little childish heart below 

All the^ syreetness seemed to grow and grow, 

Ahd shinty forth in happy overflow 

From the brown, bright eyes. 

■<1 ^ , 

» Down the dell she tripped, and through the glade 
Peeped the squirrel from the hazel shade, 

And, from out the^Jpe. 
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Swung, and leaped, and frolicked, void of fear, 

While bold blackbird piped, that all might hear— • 
Little Bell!” piped he. 

Little Bell sat down amid the fern: 

“Squirrel, squirrel! to your task return; « 

Bring me nuts,” quoth she. 

Up, away ! the frisky squiiTel hies. 

Golden wood lights glancing in his eyes. 

And adown the tree 

Great, ripe nuts, kissed brown by July sun, M 

In the little lap drop one by one; — 

Hark, how blackbird ])ijjes to see the fun! 

Happy Bell ! ” pipes he. 

Little Bell looked up and down the glade : 

“ Squirrel, squirrel, from the nut-tree shade, 

Bonny blackbird, if you’re not afraid. 

Come and share with me ! ” 

Down came squirrel, eager for hi.« fare, 

Down came bonny blackbird, I declare! 

Little Bell gave each his honest share; 

Ah ! the merry three ! ’ 

And the while these frolic playmatw twain 
Piped and frisked from bough to bough 'kgain, 
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’Neath the morning skies, 

In the little childish heart below, 

All the sweetness seemed to grow and grow, 
And shine out in happy overflow 
4 ; From her brown, bright eyes. 

By her snow-white cot at close of day. 

Knelt sweet Bell, with folded palms, to pray. 
Very calm and clear 

Rose the praying voice to where, imseen, 

10 In blue heaven an angel shape serene 
Paused awhile to hear. 

“ What good child is this,” the angel said, 

“ That with happy heart, beside her bed. 

Prays so lovingly ? ” 

16 Low and soft, oh ! very low and soft. 

Crooned the blackbird in the orchard croft, 

“ Bell, dear Bell ! ” crooned he. 

“Whom God’s creatures love,” the angel fair 
Murmured, “God doth bless with angels’ care, 
ao Child, thy bed shall be 

Folded safe from harm. Ijove, deep and kind. 
Shall watch around and leave good gifts behind. 
Little Bell, for thee 1 ” 
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THE BEES 

Down in the garden, under the basswood tree, are the 
beehives. A. beehive is the busiest, cleanest, most orderly 
city in the world. 

It has no mayor, no city council, not even a town meet- 
ing to manage its affairs. It is rultKl by a queen. s 

The hive bees are not the great, ijlundering creatures 
which we sometimes see among the flowers ; these are 
called bumblebees. 

The bumblebees are wild bees, and they do not like the 
orderly life of their city cousins. Sometimes they are lo 
hungry before spring comes, but they like their own life 
best, after all. 

Hive bees are smaller tlian bumblebees, bxit they are 
much better workers. In the hive arc the <iueen, her 
escort of drones, and the rvorker bees. * « 

The queen, of course, does iio housework. She lays 
the eggs and sees that the hive is kept in order. She 
is larger and handsomer than the others. In fact, 
from the time when she was only a baby grub, she 
has had a better room and has been fed on finer food ao 
than the rest. 

The drones are very fine gentlemen indeed. They t^rke 
no part in house building or in getting food. As the 
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summer goes on, their hard-working sisters grow tired of 
feeding such a lazy company. 

“ Something must be done before winter comes,” they 
say to one., another. “ Our supplies will be gone before 
6 spring if we have these idle fellows to feed.” 

The workers are busy from morning till night. Their 
wings are strong, for they have to fly far from home for 
food. They carry the flower pollen, they make the honey, 
and they mix the bee bread to feed the young l)ee 8 . Upon 
10 them comes the whole anre of building the wax houses 
and keeping them clean. 

The bees are wonderful builders, as we learn when we 
watch them. The wax, which has formed in scales upon 
their bodies, is scraped off with their feet and worked 
16 over with mouths and mandibles until it is soft and white. 

Then it is placed upon the ceiling of the hive and the 
' cells are shaped. 

The cells differ in size, but all of thsm l^ave the same 
shape. They are carefully fitted to one another so that 
90 there shall be no waste room. In these cells the eggs are 
to be laid. 

It is a warm June morning. The hive is astir as usual. 

“ Buzz, buzz, out of my way ! I ’m dusty with pollen. 
Don’t touch me ! I’m busy, bizz — bizz — bizz ! ” and 
9 S away goes a worker bee at full speed. 



“ Where is the qiioen V ” asks a dniije, who is standing 
idly in the doorway. 

“The queen is in the kitchen, 

Eating bread and honey,” 

answers another worker, who is cooling tlie hive by wav- *« 
ing her wings up and down. “She laid two thousand 
eggs yesterday.” 

“ You will soon have your hands full,” remarks the 
drone in his careless way, “ with all those hungry children 
to feed.” JO 

“ It is as easy to feed children as drones,” says the 
worker sharply. “Do stand somewhere else, if jrou 
please. You are very much in the way.” 





^^Sometliing is wrong in the next hive. I think I "11 
go over and sea what it is/’ says the drone, retreating 
in good order. 

In the next hive there is great excitement. A garden 
« snail has crawled in to make a neighborly call. 

Buzz, buzz ! Put her out ! Put her out ! Sting her, 
stab her, bury her! Wall her up with wax!’’ cry the 
angry workers. They are not pleased, it seems, with 
neighborly calls. 

10 Call the wax makers ! ” they cry. Bring the cell 
builders ! Wall the creature up at once ! ” 

Soon the snail is fast in a neat cell with sides and a 
wax roof. In two minutes the bees have forgotten all 
about her. The new queen is coming out to-day. 

15 The workers are in a crowd about the royal cell where 
the princess is still a prisoner. They have been gnawing 
at the top of the cell, which is now so thin that one can 
See iMough it. 

“ Let me out ! Tjet me out ! ” pipes the prisoner. 

30 “ It is not safe for you to come out yet,” whispers a 

worker bee. “ The old queen has not gone. She would 
sting you to death.” 

The old queen knows that she must go. She calls 
t<^ther the few that still love her and will care for her. 
» Then she leaves the hive to the yoimg queen. The bee 
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keeper bae a new hive ready for her, and she begins to 
plan another city. 

In the meantime Bomethiag has happened in the old 
hive. The young queen had royal sisters who wished to be 
queens. They have been fighting, and they have all been o 
killed but one. Slie is l>adJ y hurt and she cannot live long. 

“ What shall we do ? ” ask the workers. They know 
that the hi\'e must have a queen. There are no more 
royal children. 

“ You must train a worker grub for a queen,” says the lo 
dying bee. “ Make her C(dl large and airy, give her more 
than she can eat of the best bee bread, guanl her carefully 
from harm, and she will make a good queen.” 

“ How can we make her cell larger now ? ” asks another 
worker, whc' is not very (juick-witted. i» 

“Knock down the nv all into the next room,” answers 
the queen bee. 

“ And what is to become of us ? ” asks a gentleman 
drone. 

The queen looks at him with pity. 20 

“ Your death will be worse than mine,” she says. “ Your 
sisters are already tired of waiting upon you. You will 
be stung to death, stabbed, maimed, and thrown out of 
the hive, when I am gone. To the workers, after all, 
belong the honey and the hive.” 


K 
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THE FACTORY BOY 

Robert Collter 

Robert Collyer (1823- ) was born in England. His father and 

mother were very poor, and the only schooling he had was between his 
fourth and eighth year. He learned the blacksmith’s trade, but began to 
preach when he was a young man. He came to America, where he is well 
ft known and greatly beloved as the pastor of a church in New York City. 

One day I went on a pilgrimage to a huge, old factory 
in the valley of Washbunie, in Yorkshire, in the summer 
of 1865. 

I wandered about in a kind of dream. The handful 
10 of people left there then were at work among the wheels 
and spindles, watching me between whiles ; for strangers 
seldom came to that remote place, and I was clearly a 
stranger. . . . 

They were as strange to me as I was to them. There 
i« was not a face I knew, not one. And yet this was where 
I was once as well known to everybody as the child is to 
its own mother, and where I knew everybody as I knew 
my own kinsfolk ; for it ^as here that I began my life, 
and lived it for a space that now seems a lifetime all by 
» itself. And this brings me to my dream. 

I saw, in one of the great, dusty rooms of the factory, a 
little fellow about eight years old, but big enough to p«M «« 
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for ten, working away from six o’clock in the morning till 
eight at night, tired sometimes almost to death, and then 
again not tired at all, rushing oiit when work was over, 
and, if it was winter, home to some tieasuKi of a book. 

There were Robinson Crusoe/’ and Bunyan’s “ Pil- a 
grim,” and Goldsmith’s histories of England and of 
Rome, the first volume of “ Sandfoi d and Merton," and 
one or two more that had souscthing to do with th«H)logy ; 
but it must have been meat for strong men, for not one 
of the blood of children wh>i icad the stories, and the lo 
Goldsmith that was just as good as stories, would ever 
touch these othem after one or two trials. 

One of these books that used to lead all boys captive 
in those grwd old days, this boy 1 saw in my dream would 
hug u|) close to his bowl of jxirridge, and eat and read; m 
and then would read after he had done eating, while ever 
the careful mother would allow a candle or a coal. 

But if it was summer, the books would be neglected, 
and the rush would be out into the field.s and lanes, hunt- 
ing in the early summer for birds’ nests, which the tender ao 
and holy home canon would ne^er permit to be robbed ; . . . 
or, in the later summer, seeing whether the sloes were 
turning ever so little from green to black, or whether the , , 
crabs (of the wood, not the water) were vulnerable to a boy’s 
sharp and resolute teeth, and when the hazelnuts would a# 
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be out of that milky state at which it would be of any 
use to pluck them, and what was the prospect for hips 
and haws. . . . 

I watched him with a most pathetic interest. “Dear 
6 little chap,” I said ; “ you had a hard time ; but then it 
was a good time, too — was n’t it, now ? How good bread 
and butter did taste, to be sure, when half a pound of 
butter a week had to be divided among eight of us, and 
the white wheaten bread saved for Sunday ! 

10 “ Did ever flower in this world beside smell as good as 

the primrose, or prima donna sing like the skylark and 
throstle ? Money cannot buy such a Christmas pudding, 
or tears or prayers .such a Christmastide, as the mother 
made and the Lord gave when you and the world were 
16 young. 

“ Seven years you stuck to the old mill, and then you 
were only fifteen ; and then, just as they were crowning 
the Queen, you know, you had to give it up, and to give 
the home up with it ; to go out, and never return to stay. 
i» “ And so I lost sight of you out of that hard but blessed 
life in and out of the factory, and have never set eyes on 
you until to-day, you dear little other one, that was dead 
and is alive again, was lo.st and is found.” 

That was bow I came to think of my story, and how I 
as might tell it as a word of encouragement to many who 
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may need such a word, about the way of life which I 
ha\e traveled many miles since I set out, not knowing 
whither 1 went, to the pulpit and pastorate of this church. 

Biui''yan*ii Pilgrim ** : John Bun van wrote a famous book called **The 
Pilgrim's Progreso.” — can'on : law or rule. — sloes : small, bitter plums, the 
fruit of the blackthorn. - hips: the fjait of the rose — haws: the fruit 
of the hawthorn. — prims (prS'rna) dou'na . the leading woinau m an opora 
company — tliras'tle: the .song thrush. — crabi ; crab appl is. 


THE MOUNTAIN ANT) THE SQUIRREL 


(A Fable) 

Kal:*!! Waldo Emf.uaon 

Ralph Waldo Kmkkbon, born in Boston in 1803, was a famous lecturer 
and writer. For the greater part of hin life hin honie was in Concord, 6 
Mass., where he died in 1882. He i.s often called a s<jer — or one who 
sees into rnei.'s hearts and understands (n)d'.s truth.s, ICmerson taught 
the world many lessons ; one of them, which had I'ef n put into words by 
Wordsw >rth, another poet, was that plain living and high thinking go well 
together. He was loved and respetjU^d hy all who knew him. 10 

Note. — When the mountain calls tht* squirrel “ Little Prig,” the 
squirrel replies, “ Bigness is n’t everything. There is no more credit in 
being big than in being small. You can't do my work, nor can I do yours* 
We need not call each other names. Each has his own place to fill.” 

The mountain and the squirrel u 

Had a quarrel ; 

And the former called the latter “ Little Prig.” 
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Bun replied, 

“ You are doubtless very big ; 

But all sorts of things and weather 
Must be taken in together, 

8 To make up a year 

And a sphere. 

And I think it no disgrace 
To occupy iny place. 

If I’m not so large as you, 

10 You are not so small as I, 

And not half so spry. 

I ’ll not deny you make 
A very pretty squirrel track ; 

Talents differ; all is well and wisely put;' 

« If I cannot carry forests on my back. 

Neither can you crack a nut.” 

prig : a conceited person. — squirrel track : a place where a squirrel 
can run. 




THE STORY OF THE PIED PIPER 

Eobebt Beowkiko 

Robert Browning, one of the gre#ite8t of English poets, was born m 
1812. His verse is not always smooth, and it is hard, at times, to under- 
stand his meaning ; but his poems well lepay deep study^ 7'o Browning 
life was good and glad. He does not forget the hard, sad things, but he 
never loses courage. Browning died in Venice, Italy, in 188ti. 

Note. — The famous pc»om from which this slorv Was taken was fotinded 
upon an old legend or myth, which the jK>et turned into verse to amuse a 
little boy. Similar legends are found in Chinese and Persian literature. 

More than five hundred years ago, in a country far over 
the sea, there was a town which was o\ crrun with rats. 

They fought the doga and killed the cats, 

And bit the babies in the cradles, 

And ate the cheeses out of the vats, 

And licked the soup from the cooka^ own ladles, 

Split open the keg.s of salted sprats, 

Made nests inside meiP.s Sunday hats, 

And even spoiled the womeiPs chats 
By drowning their speaking 
With shrieking and squeaking 
In fifty different sharps and flats. 

At last the people declared that they could bear it no 
longer. They wept to the Mayor one morning and told 
him they would send him packing unless he ofH^d Bnd 
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some way to rid the town of its troublesome visitors. The 
poor Mayor was at his wits’ end. “ It ’s of no use,” he 
said. have tried my best to think of some plan.” 

*<Oh, for a trap, a trap, a trap!” 

5 Just as he said this, what should hap 

At the chamber door, but a gentle tap ? 

<< Bless us,” cried the Mayor, “what’s that? 

Anything like the sound of a rat 
Makes my heart go pit-a-pat! 

10 Come in,” the Mayor cried, looking bigger: 

And in did come the strangest figure ! 

His queer long coat from heel to head 
Was half of yellow, and half of red ; 

And he himself was tall and thin, 
lij With sharp blue eyes each like a pin. 

And light, loose hair, yet swarthy skin, 

No tuft on cheek, nor beard on chin, 

But li])s where smiles went out and in. 

People call me the Pied Piper,” he said. If I rid 
your town of rats, will you give me a thousand guilders?’ 
One? fifty thousand ! ” said the astonished Mayor. 

Into the street the Piper stepped. 

Smiling first a little smile, 

As if he knew what magic slept 
95 In his quiet pipe the while. 

And ere three shrill notes the pipe had uttered, 

You heard as if an army muttered ; 
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And the muttering grew to a grumbling ; 

And Ihe grumbling grew to a mighty rumbling; 

And out of the houses the rats came tumbling — 
Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawny rats, 

5 Brown rats, black rats, gray rats, tawny rats, 

Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives 
Follow'cd the Pijxir for their lives. 

Step by step they followed him, dancing, until they 
came to the river, when they all plunged in and were 
10 drowned. 

Then you should have seen the people ! They rang the 
bells ; they got long jx)les and poked out all the nests the 
rats had made, — never were men inor^ joyful. But sud- 
denly the voice of the Piper was h(‘ard : If you please, 
15 where are my thousand guilders ? '' 

A thousand guilders ! The Mayor looked blue. Oh, 
come ! ” he said, that was a joke. Suppose we give you 
fifty ! ” 

The Piper s face fell. Be careful,” he said. 

aa Folks who put me in a passion 

May find me pipe to another fashion.^^ 

Do you think I am afraid of you ? ” cried the Mayor, 
your worst — 

Blow your pipe there till you burst.” 



83 


Once more the Pied Piper stepped into the street and 
laid his pipe to his lips. Three soft, sweet notes he blew, 
and then came the patter of small feet, the clatter of 
wooden shoes, the clapping of little hands, and 

f)ut oamo the children running: 6 

the little ooys anrJ girls, 

With rosy <‘heeks and flaxen ^ 

And sparkling eyes and like }M‘arls, 

Tripping and skipping, ran merrily after 
The wonderful lunsie with shouting and laughter. 10 
I'lie Mayor was dnnih, an<l tho (k)uneil stood 
As if they were* changed into hloitks of wood, 

Unahh*. to move* a sh*)) or ery 
To the (‘Iiildren merrily skipjnng by -* 

And (umld only foil<»w with the eye 15 

That joyous ^ rowd at the Ihf>f*r’K bfmk. 

Down High Stn^et went the Piper, and the hearts of the 
people stood still when In^ turned toward the river. But 
now he turned again froiii south to west, and the crowd 
of children followed liiin, laughing and singing, toward 20 
the great hill which rose on that side of the town. 

Great was the joy in every breast. 

“ He never can cross that mighty top ; 

He’s forced to let the piping drop, 

And we shall see our children stop!” 35 

When lo! as they reached the mountain’s side, 
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A wondrotiB portal opened wide, 

As if a cavern was suddenly hollowed; 

And the Piper advanced and the children followed, 

And when all were in to the very last, 

B The door in the mountain side shut fast. 

Did I say all? Ko! One was lame, 

And could not dance the whole of the way; 

And in after years, if you would blame 
His sadness, he was used to say, — 

10 «It’s dull in our town since my playmates left! 

I can’t forget that I’m bereft 
Of all the pleasant sights they see. 

Which the Piper also promised me.” 

The Mayor sent east, west, north, and south 
W To offer the Piper by word of mouth. 

Wherever it was man’s lot to find him. 

Silver and gold to his heart’s content. 

If he’d only return the way he went, 

And bring the children behind him. 

20 But it was too late. A broken promise was not so 
easily mended, and Piper and dancers were gone forever. 

liAp: happen. — guil'der: a Dutch coin. — pied: having different colon. 
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SELECTIONS FROM THE BIBLE 

Psalm jjliii 

The book of PBalma was the hymn l>ook of the Hebrew nation. Many 
authors and jveriods oi time are represented iii it. It is oommt>rdy supposed 
that David, king of Israel, the author of a large number of these songs. 

David was a shejdierd l>oy wdio came into public notice when ho was 
summoned to entertabi Iving Saul by playing on iht) haryv Later, David 6 
killed the giants (iolieth.; later still, he formed a warm friemlghip with 
the king’s son, Jonathan. Aftt^r the death of Saul, David becaiite king, 
and had a long and brilliant reign. 

The tweiity-thinl psalm is one of f h<; mosl lM‘autifrl of sacred songs. I'he 
imagery was very familiar to the Hebrews, many of whom were shepherds. 10 

1. The Loi-*! is niy sheplicrd ; I sliall not want. 

2. He niaketh me to lie down in green pastures; he 
leadeth me beside the still waters. 

3. lie re.storetli my soul : he leadeth me in the paths 

of righteousness for his name’s stikc. u 

4. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with 
me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. 

6. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of 
mine enemies : thou anointest my head with oil ; my cup ao 
runneth over. 

6. Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 
days of my life : and I will dwell in the house of the Lord 
for ever. 
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SELif^TIONS FROM PsALMS XC AND XCI 

Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-place in all generations. 

Before the mountains were brought forth^ or ever thou 
hadst formed the earth and the world, even from ever- 
lasting to everlasting, thou art God. 

« Thou turiiest man to destruction ; and sayest. Return, 
ye children of men. 

For a thousand years in thy sight are but as yesterday 
when it is past, and as a watch in the night. 

Thou carriest them away as with a flood ; they are as a 

10 sleep : in the morning they are like grass which groweth up. 

In the morning it flourisheth, and groweth up ; in the 
evening it is cut down, and withereth. 

We spend our years as a tale that is told. 

The days of our years are threevscoi^ years and ten ; 

15 and if by reason of strength they be fourscore years, yet 
is their strength labour and sorrow ; for it is soon cut 
off, and we fly away. 

So teach us to number our days, that we may apply our 
hearts unto wisdom. 

30 0 satisfy us early with thy mercy ; that we may rejoice 

and be glad all our days. 

Let thy work appear unto thy servants, and thy glory 
unto their children. 
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And let the beaiity of the Ijord our God be upon us ; 
and establish thou the work of our bands upon us ; yea, 
the work of our hands establish thou it. 

I will say of the TiOrd, He is my refuge and my fortress : 
my God ; in liini will I trust. s 

There shall no evil befall thee, neither shall any plague 
come nigh thy dwelling. 

For he shall give his angels charge over thee, to keep 
thee in all thy ways. 

They shall bear thee \ip in their hands, lest thou dash lo 
thy foot against a stone. 

in the presence of mine enemies : tho shcphertla ]>rot/Octo<l the feeding 
floolcH from sniikos ami wild Ut asts. — anoint'est my head with oil: a com- 
mon EaMtcrn cu8t(»m. Tin* woundtMi f»r<iivd are much rcfreahed by 

it. — my cup: a l:iri;e, t>\(>-)jaTi<li<*d cup from which th<^ «h(‘ep drink in 

the bhccjjfuld thy rod and thy staff : the 6hcph<‘rd’H crook, U8i*d to guide 

ami protect his sheep. 
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THE FOUNTAIN 

James Kussell Lowell 

Lowell, Longfellow, Bryant, Whittier, and Holmes belong to the 
group known as the New England poets. Lowell stands high among 
them. He was a great critic as well as a great poet, and he was deeply 
interested in Ainerican politics. During the Mexican War, and again dur- 
6 ing the Civil War, he wrote a series of poems called “ The Biglow Papers,*' 
which had undoubted influence in political questions. Lowell was at one 
time United States minister to Spain, and later to England. As American 
representative abroad he was popular for his tact and courtesy and ready 
addreas. He died in 1801. 

10 James Russell Lowell’s name is one long to be remembered in American 
literature. One of his best known poems is “ The Vision of Sir Launfal.” 


Into the sunshine, 

Full of the light, 
Leaping and flashing 

15 From morn till night; 

Into the moonlight, 
Whiter than snow, 
Waving so flowerlike 
When the winds blow; 

ao Into the starlight 

Rushing in spray, 
Happy at midnight, 
Happy by day; 



Ever in motion, 

Blithesome and cheery, 
Still climbing heavenward, 
Never aweary; 

Glad of all weathers. 

Still seeming best, 
Upwai-d or downward. 
Motion thy rest; 

Full of a nature 
Nothing can tame, 
Changed every moment, 
Ever the same ; 

Ceaseless aspiring, 

Ceaseless content. 
Darkness or sunshine 
Thy element; 

Glorious fountain, 

Let my heart l)e 
Fresh, changeful, constant, 
Upward, like theel 
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THE BABY OWL 

Oltvk Thorne Miller 

Mrs. Omvr Thorne Miller is an American writer. She has written 
many lK)ok8 about i)irdH. One, called The First Book of Birds," is very 
easy «md j>JriHant reading. 

Note. — The book from which the story of the baby owl is taken is 
5 called “ Que(‘r Tets at Marcy’s." 


HICN the baby owl went to 
liv(^ at iMarcy\s he was one 
of the oildest-lookiiig crea- 
tures in the world. Though 
he was very young, and had 
just come out of an owFs 
nest, he did n't look in the 
least like a baby, nor was he 
at all shy. lie was a small 
bundle of down, wdth no 
feathei*s wliere feathers are expected, and the wisest 
look in liis face and big, staring eyes, 

Fixun the first moment he never seemed to be afraid of 
anybody, nor struggled to get awl^ as other birds wull. 

30 He was evidently a philosopher; that is to say, one who 
takes whatever comes, and makes no fuss about it. 
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The first thing he did, when let out of the basket in 
which he was carried, was to walk gravely tjioiiiid the 
room and examine everything in it. His manner said as 
plainly as words, I see this is to be iny home, an<l it 
may be well to know something about it/* a 

The children were much amused with his sober, dignified 
ways, not in the least like any other young cre iiure; and 
they ran to the kitchen for some suj)per for him. They 
set bread before him, but he would not eat. The}^ thought 
he did not like bread, perhaps, so they took couiise] of lo 
their own tastes and offen^d him cake, and ilien hits of 
meat, and then com, and then boiled egg, and at last 
Ralph went out and dug up a wonn. All to no purpose. 
Now of course birds must eat or die, and tlie children 
were in trouble at once. Uncle Karl, however, suggested ns 
that Mamma Owl had always fed her baby, and probably 
he didn’t know how to feed himself. They must do as 
she did, — fill his mouth for him. 

They at once tried this with perfect succfjss, and by 
that means Master Owl had a plentiful meal. In spite of ao 
his wise looks you see he was really rather stupid after 
all, while he was a baby, for they had to play mother owl 
and stuff the queer baby for some time. 

They were not exactly sure of what baby owls havq to 
eat, so they tried nearly everything in the house on this as 
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one. He swallowed everything, and seemed to thrive 
on it, growing very fast, and soon being covered with 
beautiful, soft feathers, while his droll ways were more 
and more amusing. 

fi The little owl’s home was in the den, but since his 
master spent most of his days in the city, he did not stay 
there much. He roamed all over the house, upstairs and 
down ; into the kitchen, when Patty would scream and 
drive him out; into the parlor, where he would perch on 
10 the end of a .sofa and sit for houi's, dressing his beautiful 
feathers, or shaking himself out into a soft feather ball 
while he took a short nap. 

He was a sociable fellow, and always liked to be with 
the family. He Avas fond of sitting on Uncle Karl’s 
» shoulder, and he often made quiet remarks, which, 
though doubtless full of wisdom, the hearers unfortu- 
nately could not always understand. . . . 

When Master Owl was full grown, he was provided 
with a house of his own. It was two stories high, and 
20 he spent the daytime in the bedroom upstairs, after the 
fashion of owls, and at evening he came down ready for a 
frolic, or an e.xcursion round the neighborhood, where he 
did a little hunting for himself. Ateuced. 

tbft Aen : & name oft4in given to a smokiiig room or study used by the 
maater o! the house. 
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POCAHONTAS 

William Makepeace Thackeray 

William Makepeace Thackeray was born in India in 1811. H# 
became one of the greatest of English novelists, lie st udied law in Lon- 
don and afterwards went to Paris and studied art. but finally chose litera- 
ture as his profession. Among his famous novels are “ Pendennis,*’ “ The 
Newcomes,” “Vanity Fair/’ and “Henry Esmond.” An American critic, 6 
on being asked which of these he liked best, replied, “ The one I read last.” 
Thackeray also wrote some verse. He died in 1803. 

Note. — Some historians do not believe the story on which Thackeray 
founded this poem ; others think that very likely it is true. However that 
may be, we know that Captain John Smith and Pocahontas were real people, lo 
She was the daughter of Powhatan, an Indian chief, and Smith was the 
leader of the English settlers at Jamestown, Va. Pocahontas became a 
Christian and married John Rolfe, with whom she went to England. She 
was very gentle and lovely. She died when she was still a young woman, 
and left a little son. The Randolphs of Virginia are her descendants. 15 


Wearied arm and broken sword 
Wage in vain the desperate fight : 

Round him press a countless horde, 

He is but a single knight. 

Hark ! a cry of triumph shrill ao 

Through the wilderness resounds, 

As, with twenty bleeding wounds. 

Sinks the warrior, fighting still. 
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Now they heap the fatal pyre, 

And the torch of death they light; 
Ah! ’tis hard to die of fire! 

Who will shield the captive knight? 
5 Rc'und tlic stake with fiendish cry 

W}K‘(d and dance the savage crowd, 
Cold the victim's mien and proud, 
And iiis breast is bared to die. 

Who will shield the fearless heart? 

10 Who avert the imird(n*ous blade? 

From the tlirong, with sudden start, 
See, tliere springs an Indian maid. 
Quick she stands l)efore the knight: 
Loose the chain, unbind the ringl 
i» I am daughter of the king, 

And I claim the Indian right T' 

I)auntb‘ssly aside she flings 
Lifted axe and thirsty knife; 

Fondly to his heart she clings, 
ao And her bosom guards his life! 

In the woods of Powhatan 
Still ’t is told by Indian fires 
How a daughter of their sires 
Saved the captive Englishman. 
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AEIEL’S FREEDOM 

<A. Stoet from Shakespeare’s “Tempest’*) 

Nina Moore Tiffany 

Mrs. Nina Moore Tiffany is an American writer. II«r historical 
stories for children are very popular. (For note on Shakespeare see 
Book Five.) 

Note. — The story of “The Tempest” is also tc'kl in “ faks from 
Shakespeare,” by Charles and Mary Lamb. n 

A gentle spirit of the air — his name was Ariel — fell 
into the power of a wicked witch. 

The witch tried to make a slave of Ariel, but could 
not; for he refused to run upon her hnteful (‘rraiids. 

As she could not force him to do h(U’ bidding, sh(‘. wove lo 
for him a spell that should be worse than death ; one that 
would take away his freedom. 

She split a pine tree and shut him in the cleft, and her 
dark magic forbade it to let him go. 

Noav Ariel could no longer frolic with the ‘‘elves of 13 
hills, brooks, standing lakes, and groves, ’ nor dance with 
those that 

on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune. 

Held in the riven pine, he sighed to the winds that 2a 
sighed to him, and wore the days through in loneliness. 
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For twelve long winters Ariel drooped in his prison; 
then the witch died and he was left more hopeless than 
before, for all this happened on an enchanted island 
where no man lived, and no one now was near who 
B could undo the witch’s spell. 

At last, to Ariel’s great joy, a wise magician, Prospero, 
was cast uj)on the island. Prospero brought with him 
his book of charms, and his magic robe and wand, which 
gave him power over spirits of the sun, wind, earth, 
10 water, air, and trees. 

He overcame the witch’s spell, and the pine tree let 
Ariel go free. 

The grateful Ariel then did willingly all that was asked 
of him by Pivspero. The witch had wanted help in 
18 wickedness ; Prospero’s commands were all to bring about 
more good. 

To please his kind master Ariel filled the island with 
sweet music. Sometimes the music was soft and far 
away, without words ; sometimes it was from Ariel him- 
ao self, who sang songs like this — we may fancy that ha 
learned it or made it when he played beside the sea: 

Come unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands; 

Courtsied when you have and kiss’d 
ai The wild waves whist 
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Foot it featly here and there; 

And, sweet sprites, the burden bear* 

Ariel loved Prospero and served him gladly, yet freedom 
was dearer than anything to this spirit of the air, and he 
longed to be wholly at liberty. « 

So liberty was promised him. Ariel should be free, 
Piospero said, after certain enemies had been turned into 
friends. 

This last and best service Ariel cheerfully pcu'formed ; 

— he helped his master win back his friends and his lo 
dukedom, and then vanished, to live at ease with the 
insects and flowers. 

His song, when he knew his freedom was at hand, was : 

Where the bee suciks, there suck I : 

In a cowslip's bell I lie; 10 

There I couch : when owls do cry 
On the bat’s back I do fly 
After summer merrily, 

Merrily, merrily shall I live now 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 20 

A'rlel; a spirit of the air. — ebbing Neptune; the falling tide. Neptune 
was the god of the sea. — rir'en : split — Pros'pero. — featly : nimbly. — 
whist : still. — the burden bear : take up the refrain or the chorus. — when 
ewlt do^cry : at night. Ariel chooses the bat, which also flies at night, to 
bear him on his merry journeys. 
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RAIN IN SUMMER 

Henry W. Longfellow 

FIenry Wadswortfi Longfellow was born at Portland, Me., in 1807. 
He was graduated from Howdoin (bf/d’n) College, and at the age of twenty- 
one becani(! professor of modern languages in the same college. Afterwards 
he held a similar at Harvard. His poetry is justly popular, not 

5 only in Airierica, but in Kurope. Most English-siK'aking boys and girls 
know “The (’hildren’s Hour,*’ “The Village Blacksmith,” “The Skeleton 
in Armor,” and “ Hiawatha.” Longfellow died in 1882. 



How beautiful is the rain ! 
After the dust and heat. 

In the broad and fiery street. 
In the narrow lane, 

How beautiful is the rain! 
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How it clatters along the roofs, 

Like the tramp of hoofs ! 

How it gushes and struggles out 

From the throat of the overflowing spout! 

5 


10 

The sick man from his chamber Jocks 
At the twisted brooks ; 

He can feel the cool 
Breath of each little pool ; 

His fevered brain ^ 

Grows calm again, 

And he breathes a blessing on the rain. 

From the neighboring school 
Come the boys, 

With more than their wonted noise so 

And commotion ; 

And down the wet streets ^ 

Sail their mimic fleets, 


Across the window pane 
It pours and pours ; 

And swift and wide, 

With a muddy tide. 

Like a river down the gutter roars 
The rain, the wekioine rain ! 



Till the treacherous pool 
Ingulfs tnem in its whirling 
And turbulent ocean. 

In the country, on every side. 

Where far and wide. 

Like a leopard’s tawny and spotted hide. 
Stretches the plain. 

To the dry grass and the drier grain 
How welcome is the rain ! 

In the furrowed land 

The toilsome and patient oxen stand ; 

Lifting the yoke-encumbered head. 

With their dilated nostrils spread. 

They silently inhale 
The clover-vscented gale, 

And the vapors that arise 

From the well-watered and smoking soiL 

For this rest in the furrow after toil 

Their large and lustrous eyes 

Seem to thank the Lord, 

More than man’s spoken word. 

Near at hand. 

From under the sheltering trees. 

The farmer sees 



His pastures, and his fields of grain, 
As they bend their tops 
To the numberless beating drops 
Of the incessant rain. 

He counts it as no sin 

That he sees therein 

Only his own thrift and gain. 

These, and far more than these. 

The Poet sees! 

He can behold 
Aquarius old 

Walking the fenceless fields of air; 

And from each ample fold 
Of the clouds about him rolled 
Scattering everywhere 
The showery rain, 

As the farmer scatters his grain. 

He can behold 
Things manifold 

That have not yet been wholly told, — 
Have not been wholly sung nor said. 
For his thought, that never stops. 
Follows the water^rops 
Down to the graves of the dead. 
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Down through chasms and gulfs profound, 

To the di-cary fountain-head 
Of lakes and rivers under ground ; 

And sees them, when the rain is done, 

5 On the bridge of colors seven 

Climbing up once more to heaven, _ 

Opposite the setting sun. 

Thus the Seer, 

With vision clear, 

10 Sees forms appear and disappear. 

In the per[)etual round of strange, 

Mysterious change 

From birth to death, fiom death to birth, 

From earth to heaven, from heaven to earth; 

15 Till glimpses more sublime 

Of things unseen befor(‘, 

Unto his wondering e\'es reveal 

The Univei'se, as an immeasurable wheel 

Turning forevermore 

20 In the nipid and rushing river of Time. 

•eer: Ree note on Emerson, page 77. — Aqua'rius : the water-bearer. It 
IB owe of the star groujis of the zodiac, aseociatetl in the East with the 
season of heavy rains. Aqnarius is pictured as an old man. — manifold: 
many. ~ bridge of colors seyen : the rainbow, on which the souls of the 
dead were ouoe supposed to mount to heaven. 
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BOYHOOD IN THE SOUTH 

John B. Gordon 

John Brown Gordon (1832-1 90 i) was a gallant officer in the Confed- 
erate army. He was at one time governor of Georgia, and was well known 
as a lecturer. 

My birthplace was my father s plantation in Upson 
County, Georgia, on the banks of the Flint River, and « 
there my early boyhood was jiassed in the days before the 
war, when there were no railroads, no telegraphs, no daily 
newspapers, and few mails in that portion of the countiy. 
The cost of postage on a letter was five or ten cents, 
according to its size and the distance it was to go. The lo 
mails were carried in well-seltled districts on horseback, 
and between important towns in stagecoaches. " -As the 
coaches, drawn by teams of four liorses, with bugles 
sounding their approach, swept along the roads, they 
aroused in the country people more interest than would i5 
now be excited by tlie finest train of Pullman cars. The 
drivers, mounted on their lofty seats, were the envy of 
aspiring boys. 

On the plantations of that day there was no machinery 
for compressing cotton into bales. The long bag was ao 
hung under a platform with a large round hole in.the 
floor, through which the lint cotton was thrown by band 
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into the swinging bag below. The packing was done by 
the most faithful and stalwart negro on the place, who 
stood inside the bag and tramped the cotton with his feet 
as it came down, and then pounded it with an iron bar. 

6 The packer on my father’s plantation was the negro 
foreman, known only as “Captain” — a very impressive 
personage, tall and straight, with side whiskers, and of 
austere bearing. He seemed to “ boss ” not only the 
negroes, but everybody and everything on the planta- 
in tion. lie would come out of this packing process cov- 
ered from head to foot with a thin coating of lint 
cotton, looking like a man of snow with a black face. 
His habit was to get rid of the fine, fleeey lint by burn- 
ing it off. Appli(‘.d near his ankles, the flame ran over 
in him in a second, cleaning off the lint with no perceptible 
damage to his clotliing. 

When aliout six years old I was standing by the fire 
when Captain came out of the cotton bag covered with 
an unusual amount of lint, and ordered me, “ Touch me 
an off m)w ! ” 1 obeyed. The blaze swept over him, clean- 

ing off the lint from foot to head — and the side whiskers, 
too ! He was cured of that habit. 

Several years after thb iny father moved to north 
Georgia. Although plantation life there differed some- 
!» what from that peculiar to the cotton belt, there were the 
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same kindly relations between the master and his men, 
the same free intorcourse between the white and black 
boys on our plantation. We felt ourselves responsible 
for the protection of our black followers in case of con- 
6 flicts with other boys ; and I may add that the black 
companions of my boyhood drew me into a larger number 
of pitched battles in their defense than I afterwards fought 
in my four years of service in the Confederate anny. 

Constant and free intercourse from early childhood to 
10 mature years develop(!d between the young white boys 
and their black companions a bond of true sympathy 
which the abolition of slavery has not wliolly broken ; and 
these tics of real alTection betwo(‘n boys of both colors, 
between the white girls and their black maids, between 
w the very young white children and their black “mam- 
mies ” and nurses, ought to be a suflicient explanation of 
that wonderful loyalty of the slaves to the defenseless 
women and children left on the plantations during the 
Civil War. 

90 In the fall sea.son there were “ com .shuckings,” when 
the negroes fmm adjoining plantations met, first on this 
place and then on that, and shucked the great piles of 
com, singing as they worked. When the work was 
finished at night, they seized the young master of the 
95 place, and hoisting him on their shoulders bore him 
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triumphantly around the premises to the great supper 
table, still singing their “ corn songs.” 

On the Fourth of July the great plantation barbecues 
marked the day for the darkies. The entire expense was 
of course borne by the owner of the plantation. The 8 
negroes, old and young, male and female, assembled and 
roasted pigs and lambs and kids, ending with a frolic of 
strange games and dancing at night. 

The great holiday of the year was the “Chris’mas 
time,” as it was then called. At this festive occasion lo 
there was scarcely any restriction put upon the slaves; 
no limit to the liberties they were permitted to take with 
“ole marster” and “missus” and the younger members 
of the household. The excited darkies felt at liberty to 
creep silently into “ the white folks’s house ” at earliest i5 
dawn, and often before the dawn, on Christmas morning, 
and startle every member of the household by shouting, 

“ Chris’mas gif’, ev’ybody ! ” Of course all responded 
with a gift. 

Inbred as is hospitality among the Southern planters, 20 
their ruined fortunes have now rendered impracticable 
such visiting as was common fifty years ago. At that 
time large numbers of people of wealth, education, and 
refinement lived upon the plantations, and the hospitality 
was boundless. When a planter paid a visit he frequently as 
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carried wife, children, servants, carriages, and horses, and 
settled down for an indefinite period of social enjoyment. 

The building of the first school that I attended stood 
in a woodland not far from the main highway. It was 
6 built of hewn logs, but was well finished inside and out. 
At each end of the room there was an immense chimney, 
and in those broad fireplaces during the winter months 
great log fires were kept burning. The logs for this pur- 
pose were cut and brought in by details of the larger boys. 
10 At another school there were “ composition days ” and 
“ .speaking days ” in each week. On the former the larger 
girls and boys were re(iuired to read aloud before the whole 
school what were supjwsed to be original compositions 
or essays on subjects sometimes selected by themselves 
in and sometimes by the teacher. And on the speaking days 
all except the smallest boys were recjuired to declaim from 
the stage some selection committed to memory. 

During tlmse doelamatorv exercises the school was per- 
mittcil to ajiplaud successes and laugh at failures, which 
20 not only added interest and piquancy to the occasion, but 
stimulateil the boys to perfect themselves in juvenile 
oratory, and was most helpful in developing self-control. 
The teacher himself would occasionally add to the school’s 
amusement by .some good-natured remark at the expense 
25 of the declaimer. 



109 


A friend of mine named Peter had selected for his speech 
that extract from Patrick Henry’s famous oration which 
begins with the words, “ I have but one lamp by which 
my feet are guided, and that is the lamp of experience.” 

Peter confidently mounted the rostriun ; but although 6 
he had quietly memorized his piece in his own room, 
he had not, as was the habit of more experienced boys, 
gone to the woods, thundered away at the trees, and so 
accustomed his ears to his own voice in declamation. 
Hence, startled by his own tones as he shouted from lo 
the stage, “ I have but one lamp — lamp — lamp — ,” he 
could get no further. His 8{)eech had gone from his 
memory. He passed his left hand across his forehead 
in a vain effort to recall it, while with his right he pulled 
at his trousers as if he thought it might have slipped w 
down into his pocket ; but it came not. He began again, 

“ I have but one lamp — lamp — lamp — and then the 
teacher, amidst roars of laughter from the school, said, 
“Come down, Peter; your Lamp has gone out.” 

Speaking of orations reminds me of a singular experi- ao 
ence of my own. During my junior year at the Univer- 
sity of Geoi^ia I had the honor of being selected by the 
faculty as one of the six junior orators for the commence- 
ment exercises. Now, as I had imbibed from my father, 
who wae an old-time ^Yhig, an ardent admiration for as 
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Henry Clay, I prepared for my commencement oration an 
elaborate eulogy upon this great Kentuckian. I had 
expended upon this speech the labor of many days and 
nights. Clay, winning position, power, and fame, despite 
5 the poverty and discouragements of his youth ; Clay, the 
foremost orator of his day, the author of the timely com- 
promises and the apostle of peace, — had been described 
in the strongest and most glowing sentences of which my 
boyish intellect was capable. 

10 The last finishing touc^hes had been given and the 
speech committed to memory, when the faculty notified 
me, and only a short time before commencement, that I 
must select anotlier subject ; that it was against the policy 
of the university to permit eulogies upon living statesmen! 
15 This announcement filbnl me with consternation. Even 
if a subject could be thought of, the time was too short 
for suitable preparation. This theme or^ntter failure 
seemed the only alternatives. 1 am afraid that my grief 
was not so profound as it should have been over the 
jao death of Henry Clay, which occurred a few days before 
commencement, and just in time to permit the delivery 
of my eulogy. 


bArl>eciie: the roasting of a whole pig or ox. — eulogy: a speech in 
praise of a person. — ros'tnun : a platform. This word has an interesting 
history. 
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THE HOUR OF PRAYER 

Mrs. Hemans 

Mbs, Felicia Dorothea Hemans was born in England in and 
died in Slie was a popular writer of }>oetry, and her work is marked 

by anusual taste and feeling. “The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers” is 
one of her best-known poems. 

Cliild, amidst the flowers at play, 5 

While the red lij^ht fades away; 

Mother, with tliiiie earnest eye 
Ever following silently ; 

Father, by the breeze of eve 

Called th}' harvest work to leave; 10 

Pray ! — ere yet the dark hours he, 

Lift the heart and bend the knee ! 

^;v 

Traveler, in tlie straiigej’s land, 

Far from thine own liousehold band; 

Mourner, haunted l)y tlie tone ifi 

Of a voice from this world gone ; 

Captive, in whose narrx)w cell 
Sunshine liath not leave to dwell ; 

Sailor, on the darkening sea — 

Lift the heart and bend the kneel ao 
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Warrior, that from battle won 
Breatnest now at set of sun! 
Woman, o’er the lowly slain 
Weeping on his burial plain; 

Ye that triumph, ye that sigh, 
Kiiulnnl by one holy tie, 

Heaven’s first star alike ye see — 
Lift tlie heart and bend the knee! 


FORBEARANCE 

Ralph Waldo Emerson 

Note. — The following poem was a tribute to Mr. James Elliot Cabot 

10 Hast thou named all the biixls without a gun? 
Loved the wood rose and left it on it^ stalk? 

At rich ineifs tables eaton bread and pulse? 
Unarmed, faced danger with a heart of trust? 

And loved so well a high behavior, 

15 In man or maid, that thou fTOm speech refrained, 
Nobility more nobly to repay? 

0, be my friend, and teach me to be thine! 

piilM ; peas and beans. The meaning U : Have you lived simply when 
you might have done otherwise ? 



THE MERMAID 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892) was one of the great poets of 
the nineteenth century. His poetry is noted for its perfect form and for 
its melody and sweetness. When Tennyson was forty years old he was 
made poet laureate, and in 1884 he was given a seat in the House of Lords. 

Who would be 
A mermaid fair, 

Binging alone, 

Combing her hair 
Under the sea? 

I would be a mermaid fair; 

I would sing to myself the whole of the day; 

With a comb of pearl I would comb my hair; 

And Kstill as I combed I would sing and say, 

‘‘Who is it loves me? who loves not me?” 

I would comb iny hair till iny ringlets would fall 
Low adown, low adown, 

From under my starry sea-bud crown 
Low adown and around, 

And I should look like a fountain of gold 
Springing alone 
With a shrill inner sound, 

Over the throne 
In the midst of the hall. 
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A BIED’S NEST 

Elizabeth Akers Allen 

Mrs. Elizabeth Akeus Allen, whose pen name for many years was 
Florence Fercy, is an American poet. 

Over iriy shaded doorway 

Two little biwvn- winged birds 
5 Have chosen to fasliion their dwelling, 

And utter their loving words ; 

All day they are going and coming 
On eiTands frequent and fleet, 

And warbling over and over, 

10 ‘sSweetest, sweet, sweet, 0 sweet!’’ 

Their ne(^ks are changeful and shining, 

Their eyes are like living gems; 

And all day long tliey are busy, 

Gathering straws and steins, 

15 Lint and feathers and grasses, 

And half forgetting to eat, 

Yet never failing to warble, 

“ Sweetest, sweet, sweet, 0 sweet I ” 

I scatter crumbs on the doorstep, 

And fling them some flossy threads; 


no 
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They fearlessly gather my bounty, 

And turn up their graceful heads. 

And chatter and dance and flutter, 

And scrape with their tiny feet. 

Telling me over and over, 6 

“ Swet'testj sweet, sweet, O sweet ! ” 

What if the sky is clotided ! 

What if the rain comes down ! 

They are all dressed to me<;t it. 

In waterproof suits of brown. lo 

They never mope nor languish, 

Nor murmur at storm or heat, 

But say, whatever the weather, 

‘‘ Swwtest, sweet, sweet, O sweet ! 

Always merry and busy, la 

Dear little brown-winged birds ! 

Teach me the happy magic 
Hidden in these soft words, 

Which always, in shine or shadow. 

So lovingly you repeat, ao 

Over and over and over, 

“ Sweetest, sweet, sweet, O sweet 1 ” 
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PROFESSOR FROG’S LECTURE 

M. A. L. Lane 

Bobby was not quite sure that he was awake, but when 
he opened his there was the blue sky, with the soft, 
white clouds drifting across it, the big pine waving its 
spicy brandies ov^u* his head, and beyond, the glint of 
5 sunsliirK^ on th(^ waters of the pond. Presently Bobby 
heard voices talking softly. 

‘^This is a good specimen,” said one voice. ^^See how 
stout and strong he looks ! " 

I wonder who that is, and what he has found,” thought 
10 Bobby. ‘‘ I wish it was n’t such hard work to keep my 
eyes open.” lie made a great effort, however, and raised 
his heavy lids. At first ho (‘ould see nothing. Then he 
caught a glimpse of a mossy log, with a row of frogs and 
toads sitting uixm it. They were looking solemnly at him. 
15 Bobby felt a little uncomfortaVde under that steady gaze. 
The toads are making their spring visit to the pond 
t<|lay their eggs,” thought the boy. ‘‘I forgot that they 
were due this week.” 

‘‘ He must have done a good deal of mischief in his 
ao day,” said an old bullfrog gravely. A chill crept over 
Bobby. In his day — ” What did that mean ? 



117 


A toad hopped out from the line and came so close to 
Bobby that he could have touched her but for the strange 
spell which held him fast. 

“Yes/’ said she; “this is one of the species. We a^re 
very fortunate to have caught him. Now^we shall be « 
ready to listen to Professor liana's reniarfs.'’ 

Still Bobby could not move. Wliai were they going to 
do? In a moment there was a nistling among the dry 
leaves, and dozens of frogs and toads were seen hurrying 
toward tlie pine tree. Among them wa-s a |K)nderou8 lo 
frog, canying a roll of manuscript under his arm. He 
wore huge goggles, and looked so wise that Bobby did 
not dare to laugh. 

“ I am very sleepy,” munnur(?d a portly toad near 
Bolihy's left ear. “ I Iai<l over (‘ight thousand eggs last ifl 
night, and I iiave a long joiinuy before me. But 1 must 
stay to hear this. We may never have such a chance 
again.” 

“Toadies and gentlemen,” began the professor in a 
sonorous tone which was easily h(*ard for several feet, 20 
“this is a specimen of the creature known to us as the 
human tadpole. You will kindly obsene his long legs. 
These were doubtless given to him for the purpose 
of protection. Being possessed of a most mischievous 
and reckless spirit, the specie is always getting into ad 
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difficulties, and would probably become extinct if it had 
not the power to run away/’ 

Nonsense ! ” said Bobby, under his breath. There 
was a murmur of interest and curiosity among the crowd. 
5 Bobby felt his legs twitch nervously, but his power over 
them was gone. 

Otherwo'se,” went on the lecturer, he is not at all 
adapted to his surroundings. Observe liow carefully we 
are dressed. The frogs have the green and brown tints 
10 of their homes by the water side. The toads look like 
lumps of dirt, so that they may not be too readily snapped 
up by snakes and l)irds of prey. But the Boy — to call him 
by lus scientific name — has no such protection. Look at 
this red shirt and these wliite trousers, and this hat as 
in big as a trout pool ! Could anything be more ridiculous ? 
Even a giraffe does not look so absuid as this.” 

A red flush mounted to Bobby’s freckled cheeks, but 
this time he did not try to speak. 

Now,” said the professor, “ as far as w^e have been 
20 able to learn, the human tadpole is absolutely useless. 
We are therefore doing no barm in expei'imenting upon 
this specinaen. There are plenty of them, and tiua on^ 
will not be a serious loss.” 

‘‘ Stop ! ” said Bobby, so unexpectedly that everybody 
m jumped. ‘‘ What are you going to do with me ? ” 
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You will be so kind as to lie still,” said the professor 
severely. At present you are only a specimen/' 

There was no hel|) for it, Bobby found it impossible 
to move hand or foot. He could wriggle a little, — that 
was all. ■■ " s 

‘‘Not only is the Boy entirely useless/’ went on the 
professor, “ but he is often what maj be called a pest, 
even to his own kind. Ho is endured in the world for 
what he may become when he is full-grown, and even then 
he is sometimes disappointing. You are familiar with lo 
many of his objectionable ways toward the animal world, 
but I am sure you would bo suqirised if you knew what a 
care and trouble he frequently is to his own people. He 
can be tnisted to do few kinds of work. It is difficult to 
keep him clean. doc'S n't know how to get his own 

dinner. He has a genius for making v^^aker things mis- 
erable. He likes fishing, and he longs for a gun ; he 
collects birds' egg.s ; he puts butterflies pins ; he 
stones squirrels ; he teases his little sistiTS.” 

“Why is n't the species exterminated ?" asked another ao 
frog angrily. 

Then the toad near Bobby's car spoke tin|idly : “ I 
think you are a little unjust, Professor, I jCve known 
boys who were comparatively hamiless.” ^ 

“ It is true that there may be a few, Mm. Bufo,*’ said m 
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the professor with great politeness, “but as a class they 
may fairly be set Jown as of very doubtful value. Speak 
up, Tadpole, and say if I have made any false statements 
BO far?” 

n Bobby fairly shouted in his eagerness to be heard. 



“We do work,” be said. “We have to go to school 
every day.” 

“ What a help that must be to your parents and to the 
world at large ! ” stiid the frog with sarcasm. “ I am 
10 surprised that we never .see the results of such hard labor. 
Do yi)U know how useful even our smallest tadpoles are ? 
Without them this pond would no longer be beautiful, but 
foul and ill-smelling. As for what we do when we are 
^ grown up, modesty forbids me to praise the frogs, but do 
u you know what a toad is worth to mankind ? ” 
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“No,” said Bobby. “About two cents, I guess.” 
Bobby didn’t intend to be rude. He thought this a 
liberal valuation. 

“ Twenty dollars a year, as estimated by the Depart- 
ment of Agriculture ! ” cried the frog triumphantly. « 
“ What do you tlifnk of that ? ” 

“ 1 should like to know why,” said Bobby, looking as if 
he thought Professor Rana was making fun of him. 

“ What are the greatest enemies of man V ” asked the 
professor, peering over his goggles at j)oor Bobby. lo 

Tigers,” said Bobby promptly ; or wolves." 

“ Wrong ! ” said the leeturei . “ Insects. Insects destroy 
property in this country to the amount of four hundred 
million dollars annually. Inseiifs destroy the crops upon 
which man dei^ends for his food. Going to school has n’t « 
maile you vt;ry wise, has it ? Well, the toads are insect 
destroyers. That ’s their i)U8ines8. If the State of Mas- 
sachusetts only knew enough to make use of them, one 
million dollars might be saved every year. Does it seem 
to you that the human animal is so clever as it might 20 
be, when it allows such numbers of toads to be destroyed ? ” 

“ It ’s a shame ! ” chimed in a voice from the front 
seats. “We keep out of the way as much as we can; 
we eat every kind of troublesome worm and insect, — the 
cutworm, cankerwonn, tent caterpillar, army wqnn, roee as 



beetle, and the commiSflOi, bouse fly ; we ask for no wages 
or food or care, — and what do we get in return ? Not 
even protection and common kindness. If we had places 
where we could live in safety, who can tell the amount of 
6 good we might do ? Yet I would not have this poor boy 
hurt if a w'ord of mine could prevent it.” 

“This is a scientific meeting,” observed the professor; 
“ and benevolent sentiments are quite out of place. We 
will now prf»ceed t<J notice the delicate nervous system of 
10 the creature. Stand clo.ser, my friends, if you please.” 
“ Nervous .system, indeed ! ” said Bobby. “ Boys don’t 
have such silly things as nerves ! ” 

Suddenly Bobby felt a multitude of tiny pin-pricks over 
the entin^ .surface of his body. The suffering was not 
in int<!n.sc, but the irritation made him squirm and wince. 
He ('ould not duscovt'r the cause of his discomfort, but at 
the professor's comm.and it suddenly ceased. 

“ Tliat will do. ” said the frog. “ Each hair on his 
head is also connected with a nerve. PuU bis hair, 
20 please ! ” 

“ Oh, don’t ! ” said Bobby. “ That hurts ! ” 

Nobody listene<l to him. It did hurt, more than you 
would think, for tiny hands were pulling each hair sepa- 
rately. When the ordeal was over Bobby heard a faint 
25 noise in the grass as if some very wnmn creatures were 
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scurrying away, but he could see notliing. He was wink- 
ing his eyes desperately to keep from crying. 

“ The assistants may go now,” said the professor; and 
the sound of little feet died away in the distance. 

“ How interesting this Ls ! ” murmured a plain-looking « 
toad, who had been watching the experiments attentively. 

“ I think it ’s mepu,” piotested pocr Bobby, to keep a 
fellow fastened up like this, and then toiTnent him.” 

“Does it hurt as much as being skinned, or having 
your legs cut off ? ” demanded tlie ])rof3.ssor. lo 

“ Or should you prefer to he step})ed on oj' burned up 
in a rubbish pile ? ” asked Mrs. Bufo. 

“How should you like to be stoned or kicked, for a 
change ? ” said another toad sharply. 

“Perhaps ytui would choo.se a tbshhook in the comer ic 
of your mouth,” said a voice from the pond. 

“ Or one run the entire length of your body,” came a 
murmur from the ground under Bobby’s h(;ad. 

“Wait a minute,” said the profes.sor more gently. 
“We will give you a chance to defend yourself. It is not ao 
customary to inquire into the moral character of speci- 
mens, but we do not wish to be imjust. Perhaps you can 
explain why you made a bonfire the very next week after 
the toads came out of their winter quarters. Dozens of 
Uvea were destroyed before that fire was put out.” » 
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I forgot about the toads,” began Bobby. 

^‘Carelessness!” said the professor. “Now you may 
tell us why you like to throw stones at us.” 

“ To see you jump,” said Bobby honestly. 

5 “ Thoughtlessness ! ” said the professor. “ That’s worse.” 

“ Why do you kick us, instead of lifting us gently when 
we are in your way?” inquired a toad, in a stem voice. 

“ Because you w ill give me warts if I touch you,” said 
Bobby, pleased tx) think that he had a good reason at last. 
10 “ Ignorance !” cried the professor. “ The toad is abso- 

lutely liannless. It has about it a liquid which might 
cause pain to a cut finger or a sensitive tissue like 
that of the mouth or eye, but the old story that a toad 
is poisonous is a silly fable.” 

15 “Will you })lcase tell me,” asked a toad in a plaintive 
voice, “ if you are the boy w ho last year carried home 
some of iny ))abies in a tin ])ail, and let them die?” 

“ I ’m afraid 1 am,” said Bobhy son-owfully. 

“Do explain why you dislike us!” said Mrs. Bufo in 
90 such a frank fiishion that Bobby felt tliat he must tell 
the tmth. 

“I suppose it’s your looks,” said the boy, unable 
to frame his answer in more polite terms. 

“ Well, upon my w^ord ! ” interrupted the professor. “ I 
m thought better of a boy than that. So you prefer boys 
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with pretty faces and soft, curling hair, and nice clothes, 
to those who can climb and jump and who are not afraid 
of a day’s tramp in the woods.” 

“Of course I don’t,” said indignant Bobby. “I hate 
boys who are always thinking about their clothes.” 5 

“Oh, you do !” said the fn)g. “ Now answer me a few 
more questions. Have you ever stolen birds’ eggs ? ” 

“Yes,” said truthful Bob’oy. 

“Have you collected butterflies?” 

“ Yes,” said Bobby. 10 

“Have you taken nuts from the squirrels’ cupboards?” 

“Yes,” said Bobby. 

“ Do you think we ought to have a very friendly feeling 
toward you ? ” went on the questioner. 

“ No,” said Bobby ; “ I don’t.” M 

“ We have shown that you are not only useless but 
careless and thoughtle.ss and ignorant,” said the frog. 

“ Is there any very good reason why we should let 
you go?” 

Poor Bobby racked his brains to think of something ao 
that should appeal to his captors. 

“ I have a right to live, have n’t I ? ” he said at 
last. 

“ Because you are so pretty ? ” suggested the professor, 
and Bobby’s eyes fell with shame. as 
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“Any better right than we have?” came a chorus of 
voices. Bobby was silent. He felt very helpless and 
insignificant. 

There was a long pause. Then the frog professor 

B smiled broadly at Bobby. 

“Come, ’’ lie said; “I like you. You are not afraid to 
bfe honest, and that ’s something.” 

“ If you will let me go,” said Bobby, “ I ’ll see that the 
boys don’t hurt you any more.” 

10 “ I felt jiretty sure that we ’d converted you,” said the 

professor ; and I ’m going to let you go back and preach 
to the heathen, a.*! the grown people say. You can see 
for yourself how much harm a boy can do if he does n’t 
stop to think.” 

15 Bobby felt that he was free, and scrambled to his fee^ 
nibbing first one ann and then the other to take the 
prickly feeling out of them. The frogs had vanished. 
There was only the blue sky, the waving pine tree, and 
the quiet pond. 

30 “ Well ! ” said Bobby with a long breath of amazement. 

“ Kerjunk ! ” came the waniing voice of a frog some- 
where near the water’s edge. 

“ Yes, sir ; I ’ll remember,” smd Bobby, in the meekest 
of meek tones. 
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THE SINGING LESSON 

Jean Ingelow 

Jean Ingelow was born in Boston, England, in 18.30, and died in 
1897 at Kensington, near London. Her life was a quiet one, spent among 
the books and flowers slie dearly loved. She wrote many stories and poems. 
“Mopsa the Fairy” and “Stories told to a Child” are two books ^j(it 
children like, and “ Seven Times One ” is found in almost every collection fi 
of verse for young readers. 

A nightingale made a mistake; 

She sang a few notes out of tune; 

Her heart was ready to break, 

And she hid away from the moon. lo 

She wiiiiig her claws, poor tiling! 

But was far too proud to weep; 

She tucked her head under her wing, 

And pretended to be asleep. 

Nightingale,” cooed a dove — lo 

^‘Oh, Nightingale, what’s the use? 

You bird of beauty and love, 

Why behave like a goose? 

Don’t skulk away from our sight. 

Like common, contemptible fowl; » 

You bird of joy and delight, 

Why behave like an owl? 



^^Only think of all you have done, 
Only think of all you can do ; 

A false note is really fun 
From such a bird as you. 

Lift up your proud little crest, 

Open your musical beak ; 

Other birds have to do their best — 
You need only to speak.’' 

The nightingale shyly took 

Her head from under her wing. 
And, giving the dove a look, 
Straightway began to sing. 

There was never a bird could pass; 

The night was divinely calm. 

And the people stood on the grass 
To hear that wonderful psalm. 

Tlie nightingale did not care ; 

She only sang to the skies; 

Her song ascended there, 

And there she fixed her eyes. 

The peoide that stood below 
She knew but little about; 

And this story’s a moral, I know. 
If you’ll try to find it out. 
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QUEEN ALICE 

Lewis Carroll 

Lewis Carroll was the pen name of an odd, shy, very learned 
Englishman, Charles L. Dodgion. lie loved children, and the nonsense 
books he wrote for them have been translated into many languages. It is 
said that Queen Victoria was so much pleased with Alice ” that she asked 
the publishers to send her the author’s next book. When tl)e hook arrived 5 
it proved to be a dry essay on mathematics. Mr. llodgson was born in 
1832 and died in 1898. 

Note. — Alice is a little girl who has many wonderful adventures. In 
“Alice in Wonderland” she has very amuHing conversations with a pack 
of cards and with the queer animals she meets. In “Through the Look- 10 
ing Glass,” from which this selection is taken, Alice finds herself talking 
with the red and white queens of a set of chessmen. 

Well, this is grand ! ’’ said Alice. I never expected 
I should be a Queen so s<»on — and I ’ll tell you what it 
is, Your Majosty/’ she went on in a severe toiK^ (she was xc 
always rather fond of scolding herself), “it’ll never do 
for you to be lolling about on the gras.s like that! Queens 
have to be dignified, you know.” 

So she got up and walked about — rather stiffly at 
first, for she was afraid that the crown might come off; 20 
but she comforted herself with the thought that there 
was nobody to see her. ^‘And if I really am a Queen,” 
she said as 8 he;isat down again, ^^1 shall be able to 
manage it quite j^ell in time.” 
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Everything was happening so oddly l^hat she didn't 
feel a bit surprised at finding the Red Queen and the 
White Queen sitting close to her, one on each side. She 
would have liked very mu(*h to ask them how they came 
5 there, but she feared it would not be quite civil. How- 
ever, there would be no liarm, she thought, in asking if 
the game was over. Please, would you tell me — 
she began, looking timidly at the Red Queen. 

‘‘ Speak when you ’re spoken to ! ” the Queen sharply 
10 interrupted her. 

But if ev(‘r}'body obcijed that rule,” said Alice, who 
was always ready for a lit.tle argument, and if you only 
spoke when you were spoken to. and the other person 
always waited for you to begin, you see noljody ^ould 
ii5 ever say anything, so that — ” 

Ridiculous ! ” < ri(*d the Queen. ‘‘ Why, '^n’t you 
see, child — ” Hen; she broke off with a frowm, and, 
after thinking for a minute, suddenly (‘hanged the subject 
of the conversation. What do you mean by ^ If you 
20 really ai^e a tiueen ’ ? What right have you to call your- 
self so? You (jan’t be a Queen, you know, till you’ve 
passed the proper examination. And the sooner we 
begin it the better.” 

I only said ‘ if ’ ! ” poor Alice pleaded in a piteous 
25 tone. 
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The two Queens looked at each other, and the Red 
Queen remarked with a iittle shudder, ** She s^s she only 
said, ^ if ^ — " 

Bui she said a great deal moro than that : the 
White Queen uioaruHl, wringing lier hands. Oh, ever a 
so much more than that!’' 

^SSo you dich you know/’ the Red Queen saitJ to Alice. 
"^Always 8j>eak the truth — tliink before you speak — 
and write it down afi(*r\vanls.” 

I hn sun* 1 didn’t mcsiTi — ” Alice was i)eginnmg, lo 
but the Red Que(‘n interrupted her im]>atiently. 

‘"That's just wliat 1 conqaain of! You should have 
meant! What do y<»u suppose is the tise of a child with- 
out any meaning? K\en a iokt» should have some mean- 
ing — arj(^ a child’s mor< important than a joke, I hope, la 
You could u’t deny that, even if you tried with both 
hands." 

‘‘1 don’t deny things with my hands,'' Alice objected. 

Nobfxly said you did," said the R(id Queen. I said 
you could n’t if you tried." 20 

There was an uncomfortable silence for a minute or 
two. 

The Red ,^ueen broke the silence by saying to the 
White Queen, I invite you to Alice's dinner party this 
afternoon." *a 
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Tfie White Queen smiled feebly and said, “And I 
invite you.” 

“ I did n’t know I was to have a party at all,” said 
Alice ; “ but if there is to be one, I think I ought to 
6 invite the guests.” 

“We gave you the opport, unity of doing it,” the Red 
Queen remarked ; “ but I dare say you ’ve not had many 
lessons in manners yet.” 

“ Manner-H are not taught in lessons,” said Alice. 
10 “ Lessons teach you to do sums, and things of that 
sort.” 

“Can you do Addition?” the White Queen asked. 
“ What ’s one and one and one and one and one and one 
and one and one and one and one ? ” 

15 “I don’t know,” said Alice. “ I lost count.” 

“She can’t do Addition,” the Red Queen intenupted. 
“Can you do Subtraction ? Take nine from eight.” 

“ Nine from eight I can’t, you know,” Alice replied 
very readily ; “ but — ” 

JO “She can’t do Subtraction,” said the White Queen. 
“OaJtt you do Division? Divide a loaf by a knife — 
what ’s the answer to that ? ” 

“I suppose — ” Alice was beginning, but the Red 
Queen answered for her. “Bread-and-butter, of course. 
95 Try another. Take a bone from a dog ; what remains ? ” 
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Alice considered. The bone would n't remain, of course, 
if I took it — and the dog would n’t remain ; it would come 
to bite me — and I ’rn sure I should n’t remain ! ” 

Th(m you think nothing would remain ? ” said the 
5 Red Queen. 

I think that ’s tlie answer.” 

‘‘Wi*ong, as usual,” said the Red Queen; ^Hhe dog’s 
temper would remain.” 

But I don’t see how — ” 

10 Why, l(X)k here ! ” tin; Red Queen cried. The dog 
would lose its ternjH'r, wouldn’t it?” 

Perhaps it would,” Alice replied cautiously. 

Then if the dog went away, its temj)er would 
remain!” the Qikmmi exclaimed triumjdiantly. 

15 Alice said, as gravely as she could, They might go 
diffeixmt ways.” Rut she couldn’t help thinking to her- 
self, What dreadful nons(mse we are talking I ” 

Here the Red Queen began again. “Can you answer 
useful (jnestions ? ” she said. “ Ilow is bread made ?” 

2 () “ I know that f Alit^e cried eagerly. “ You take some 

flour — ” 

“Where do you pick the flower?” the White Queen 
asked. “ In a garden, or in the hedges ? ” 

“Well, it isn’t picked at all,” Alice explained; it"s 
95 ground — ” 
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^^How many acres of ground ?” said the White Queen. 
‘*You mustn’t leave out so many things.” 

Fan her head ! ” the Red Queen anxiously interrupted. 
‘^She’ll be feverish after so inacli thinking.” So they set 
U} work and faniied her with bunches of leaves till she fl 
had to b(^g them to leave olT, it blew her hair about so. 

She’s all rigla- again now,” said the lied Queen. 
Do you know Languages ? What ’s the French for 
‘ fiddle-de-dee ’ 

" Fiddle-de-dee ’ is not Englislt.” Alie^' n^plied gravely, lo 

Who ever said it was?” said th(‘ Red Queen. 

Alice thought she .saw a way out of th(^ difficulty 
this time. ‘Mf you'll tell me wliat language ‘fiddle- 
de-dee ’ is. 1 ’ll tell you the FreiuL for it I ’ she exclaimed 
triumpliantly. ifi 

But the Red Queen dnnv herself up rather 0iiiE|^ .and ^ 
Siiid, “ (Queens never mak(? bargains.” 

I w isli Queens never asked (juestions,” Alice thou^t 
to herself. 

Don't let us quarreh” fhe White Queen said in an ao 
anxious tone. Wliat is th(^ cause of lightning?” 

*^The cause of lightning, ’ Alice said very decidedly, 
for she felt quite certain about this, ‘‘is the thunder — 
no, no!” she hastily corrected herself. “I mean 4he 
other way.” 


2S 
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“It’s too late to correct it,” said the Red Queen; 
“ when you ’ve once said a thing, that fixes it, and you 
must take the consequences.” 

“ Which reminds me — ,” the White Queen said, looking 
r> down and nervously clasping and unclasping her hands, 
“ we had such a thunderstorm last Tuesday, — I mean 
one of the last sot of Tuesdays, you know.” 

Alice was puzzled. “ In our country,” she remarked, 
“ there ’s only one day at a time.” 

10 The Red Queen said : ‘‘ That ’s a poor, thin w.ay of doing 
things. Now here, we mostly have days and nights two 
or tlmie at a time, and sometimes in the winter we take 
as many as live nights together — for warmth, you know.” 

“Are five nights wanner than one night, then?” Alice 
18 ventured to ask. 

“ Five times as wann, of course.” 

“ But they should be five times as cold, by the same 
rule — ” 

“ Just so!" cried the Red Queen. “ Five times as warm, 
20 and five times as cold — just as I ’m five times as rich as 
you are, and five times as clever ! ” 

Alice sighed and gave it up. “It’s exactly like a 
riddle with no answer!” she thought. 


AbtMgad. 
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WHERE THE THUNDER LIVES 

Joel Chandler Harris 

Joel Chandler Harris is an American atory-writer, whose books of 
negro folklore are full of interest and entertaininont. Few hooks are so 
much enjoyed by young readers as “ Uncle Heniuh.*’ Mr. Harris was born 
in 1848; his home is in Georgia. “ Where the Thunder Lives ’ is from a 
book called ** Mr. Kabbit at Home.” S 


Once upon a time there was a little girl who was curious 
to know something about evtry thing that liapi)ened. 

One (lay the ThuiKh^r came rolling along, krux^king art 
everybody’s door and mnning a rae(> with the noise it 
nuide. The little girl listened, and wondered what the lo 
Thunder was and where it went. 

While she was standing there, wondering and listening, 
an ( Id man with a bundle on his back and a stout staff 
in his liand caim* along the road. 

Ho bowed and smiled when he saw the little girh As 
she did n’t return tlie how or the smile, he paused and 
asked her what the trouble was. 

I hope you are not lost?’' he said. 

Oh, no, sir,” she replied ; “ I was listening for the 
Thunder and wondering where it goes.” ao 

‘^The Thunder lives on top of yonder raount>ain,” 
the old man said. 
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Oh, I should like ever so much to go there I ” 
exclaimed the little girl. 

^‘Why not?'’ said the old man. ^^The mountain is 
on my road, and, if you say the word, we’ll go 
5 together.” 

The little girl took the old man’s hand, and they 
jounK^yed toward tli(i mountain. The old man took long 
strides forward, and lie was strong enougli to lift the little 
girl at every step, so that when they reached the foot of 
10 the mountain she was not very tired. 

Its sides seemed to be rough and dark. But far up 
on the tojnnost pc^k the clouds liad gathered, and from 
theses the liglitning (lashed incessantly. 

When th(\y had nested awhile th(» old man made the 
15 little girl (‘limb on his ha(.‘k. He dciclared that she 
would do him a great favor by holding his bundle in 
])lace. 

So she sat upon the bundle, and in this way they went 
up the high mountain almost as rapidly as the little girl 
20 could run on level ground. 

When they had (^ome nearl}' to the top, the old man 
said, “ The n'st of the way \'ou will have to go alone. 
There is nothing to fear. Yonder you can see the gable 
of the Thunder s house. Go to the door, knock, and do 
25 not be alarmed at any noise you hear.” 



The little girl went forward, and soon came to the 
door of Mr. Thunder s house. It was a very big door to 
a very big house. 

The knocker was so heavy that the little girl could 
hardly lift it. Wlien she let it fall, tlie noise it made 
sent a loud echo rolling and iuinbliug down the mountain. 



Presently she heard footsteps coming down the wide 
hall to the door. 

‘‘ I thought I heard some one knocking,” said a hoarse, 
gruff voice. 
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Then the big door flew open, and there, standing before 
hei^ the little girl saw a huge figure. It wore heavy boots, 
a big overcoat, and under its long, thick beard there was 
a muffler a yard wide. 

5 ^^Who knocked at the door?” it cried. 

Its voice sounded so loud that the little girl put her 
fingers in her ears. 

Don’t talk 80 loud, please,” she said. “I’m not 
deaf.” 

10 “Oh I” cried the giant at the door. “You are there, 
are you? You are so small I didn’t see you at first. 
Come in ! ” 

The ’rhunder led the way into a wide sitting room, 
where a lire was burning hriglitly in the biggest fireplace 

ift the little girl had ever seen. A })air of tongs as tall as a 
man stood in one corner, and in the other was a shovel 
to match. A long pipe lay on the mantel. 

“There’s no place for you to sit except on the floor,” 
said the Thunder. 

m) “I can sit on the bed,” suggested the little girl. 

The Thunder laughed so loudly that the little girl 
had to close her ears again. “ That ’s my footstool,” the 
Thunder said, when it could catch its breath. 

“ Well,” said the little girl, “ it ’s big enough for a bed. 

M It ’s very soft and nice.” 
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The Thunder took the long pipe from the mantel and 
lit it with a pine splinter, the flame of which flashed 
through the windows with dazzling brightness. 

“Folks will say that is heat lightning,” remarked the 
little girl. s 

“ Yes,” replied the Thunder ; “ farmers to the north of 
us will say there’s going to be a drought, because of 
lightning in the south. Fanners to the south of us will 
say there ’s going to be rain, because of lightning in the 
north. They do not know that I am smoking my pipe.” lo 
But somehow, in turning around, the Thunder knocked 
the big tongs over. They fell upon the floor with a 
tremendous crash. 

The floor appeared to give forth a sound like a drum, 
only a thou.sand times louder. Although the little girl is 
had her fingers in her ears, she could Insar the echoes go 
rattling down the mountain siile and out into the valley. 

“ Now, that is too b.ad,” said the Thunder. “ The 
Whirlwind in the south will hear that and come flying ; 
the West Wind will hear it and come rushing. They will ao 
drag the clouds after them, thinking that I am ready to 
take my ride. Here they come now!” 

The little girl listened, and, sure enough, the winds 
were screaming around the windows and whistling 
through the cracks and keyholes. » 
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“I shall have to go with them,” said the Thunder. 
“It’s the only way to quiet them.” 

“ Do you always wear your overcoat ? ” the little girl 
asked. 

5 “ Always,” replied the Thunder. “ There ’s no telling 

what moment I .shall he called. Sometimes I go just for 
a frolic, and sometime.s I am obliged to go. Will you stay 
until I return I' ” 

“Oh, no,” the little girl replied ; “ the house is too large, 
le f should he afraid to stay h(‘re alone.” 

“ 1 am sorry,” said the Thunder. “ Come and see me 
get into my carriage.” 

They wamt to tln^ door. The w'inds had drawn the 
clouds to the steps, and into the.se the Thunder (dimbed. 

IS “ Cood-hy,” he cried to thf; little girl. “ Stay where 
you are until we are out of sight.” 

There was a llasli of light, a snapping sound, a rattling 
crash, and the Thunder, with the clouds for his carriage 
and the winds for his horses, went roaming and rumbling 
»' tlmmgh the sky, over the hills and valleys. 

When the wind had driven the thick clouds sway, and 
the Thunder with them, the little girl went back to the 
place where she had left the old man. 


Abridg«d. 
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PRINCE CHARLIE 

Louiha M. Alcott 

Louisa May Alcott, a popular writer for young was bom 

in Philadelphia in ] ^^32. Much of her life was spent in Concord, Maas. 
Among h<?r bookilare, “ Little Women,” “ IJtlie Men,” •• An Old-Fiishioned 
Girl,” and “ Eight Cousins.” Miss Alcott died in 1888. 

Note. — The following lesson is taken from the book called “Little fi 
Mon.”' Pluinfield was a s<diooi f«»r 'noys, ruled over iiy wise Professor 
Hhaer and his delightful wif»*. Dan was one of i1h‘ “difht'ult” l‘(>ya. He 
w’as not ustid to obeying rules, and it was hard work to kee]> him out of 
mischief. How Mrs. Ilhaer tanuHi h<'r wild boy is as inb‘resling i-eadirig 
as this story of how Dan tamed C’harli(*. 10 

A fine young horse of Mr. I^kinrie’s wa^s kept at Plum- 
tield, running loose in a large pasiun^ across the brook. 
All the Ixiys were interested in the liandsoine, spirited 
creature, and for a time wen^ fond of wati^liing him gallop 
and frisk, with his plumy tail flying atid his handsome is 
head in the air. But they soon grew tioal of it, and left 
Prince Charlie to liiinself. All lint Dan ; /e' mwer tired of 
looking at the horse, and seldom failed to visit him each 
day with a lump of sugar, a bit of bread, or an apple to 
make himself welcome. 20 

Charlie was grateful, Accepted his friendship, and the 
two loved one another as if they felt some tie between 
them, inexplicable but strong. In whatever part of the 

* Gopjrright, 11171, bf JL»uiM M. Al4C»U, imd, 1899, bf «l. ft. F. AlooU. 
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field he might be, Charlie always came at full speed when 
Dan whistled at the bars, and the boy was never happier 
than when the beautiful, fleet creature put its head on 
his shoulder, looking up at him with fine eyes full of 
s intelligent affection. 

“We understand one another without any palaver, don’t 
we, old fellow?” Dan would say, proud of the horse’s 
confidence, and so jealous of his regard that he told no 
one how well the friendship prospered, and asked no one 
HI but Teddy to accompany him on these daily visits. 

Mr. Laurie came now and then to see how Charlie got 
on, and 8 i)oke of having him broken to harness in the 
autumn. 

“ He won’t need much Liming, he is such a gentle, fine- 
w tempered brute. 1 shall come out and try him with a 
saddle myself some day,” he said on one of these 
visits. 

“ He lets me put a halter on him, but I don’t teKeve 
he will bear a saddle even if you put it on,” answei^ 
at Dan, who never failed to be present when Charlie and his 
master met. 

“ I shall coax him to bear it, and not mind a few tumbles 
at first. He has never been harshly treated, so, though 
he wiU be surprised at the new perfonnances, I think he 
16 won’t be frightened, and his antics will do no harm.” 
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“ I wonder what he would do,” said Dan to himself, as 
Mr. Laurie went away with the professor, and Charlie 
returned to the bars, from which he had retired when the 
gentlemen came up. 



A daring fantpy to try the experiment took [X)S8e88ion of b 
the l)oy as he sat “bn thft topmost rail witli the glossy back 
temptingly near him. Never thinking of danger, he obeyed 
the imjmlse, and while (Uiarlie unsuspectingly nibbled at 
the apple he held, Dan quickly and quietly took his seat. 

He did not keep it long, however, for with an astonis^^ , 
snort, Charlie reared straight up, and deposited Dan on 
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the ground. The fall did not hurt him, for the turf was 
soft, and he jumpo^ up, saying, with a laugh, — 

I did it anyway ! Come here, you rascal, and I ’ll try 
it again.” 

5 But Charlie declined to approach, and Dan left him, 
resolving to succeed in the end; for a struggle like this 
suited him. lie took a halter the next time, and having 
got it on, })layed with the horse fur a while, leading him 
to and fio, and putting him through various antics till he 
10 was a little tired ; then Dan siit on the wall and gave him 
hi-ead, hut wat(*hed his ehanee and, getting a good grip of 
the luilter, slipped on to his hack. 

Charlie tri(‘d the old truh, hut Dan held on, having had 
practice with Tol)y, who occasionally had an obstinate fit 
ir» and tried to sliak(‘ olT his rider, (diarlie was both amazed 
and indignaiii; and, after prancing for a minute, set off at 
a gallop, and away went Dan, heels over head. 

If lie liad not belonged to the class of ^boys who go 
through all soHs oi dangers unscathed, he would have 
20 broken his neck ; as it was, he got a heavy fall, and lay 
still, collecting his wits, while Charlie toi-e round the field, 
tossing his head with every sign of satisfaction at the dis- 
ooinfitm-e of hi# rider. Ptesently it seemed to occur to 
him that something was wrong with Dan, and, being of a 
ss magnanimous nature, he to see v^hat the matter was. 
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Dan let him sniff about and perplex himself for a few 
minutes ; then he looked up at him, saying:, as decidedly 
as if the horse could understand, — 

You think you liave l)eaten, but you are mistaken, old 
boy; and 1 11 ride you yet — see if I don’t.” 8 

He tried no ihok*. fliat day, but soon after attempted 
a new iiielliod of inircxlueiiig Charlie to a bnrcien. He 
strap]>ed a foldtnl blanket on his har,k, aiul let him race, 
and rear, and roll^and as nnich as he liked. iVfter 

a few fits (d reliellion (liarVie suhinitied, and permitted lo 
Dan to mount liiin, often stopi>ing short to look round, as 
if lie said, half jiatifoitly, lialf repnuich fully, don’t 

understand it, but, I suppose )ou imi<'in no hann, so I 
permit the liberty.” 

Mr. Laurie* was inueb amnsed, and, well pleased with 
Dan’s eourage and skill. l(‘i him ha\(‘ a hand in all 
future performane(‘s ; for lie sd about (liarlio’s education 
at once, saying tliat he avus not going to l)e outdone 
slip of a boy. Tlianks to Dan, Charlie took kindly to the 
saddle and bridle wlam bad oiute reconciled himself to 20 
the iiidignity of tin? bit ; and after Mr. Laurie had trained 
him a little, Dan was ]K*rmitte<l to ride him, to the great 
euA^y and admiration of the other boys. Abruigwt 


pAU'rtt: talk, flatty 


uiiAcathed': unharmed. 
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UNDER THE HOLLY BOUGH 

CnARLBS Mackay 

Charles Mack ay (1814-1880) was a popular Scotch writer of prose 
and po<?try. lie was well known as editor and correspondent of London 
palmers. 

Note. — IIoll}', a.s every one knows, is tlie symbol or si^n of Christmas, 
*5 but the custom of using it is older than Christianity. The Romans sent 
friendly gn‘eiingH and sprigs of holly to om* another during their winter 
festival. For this reason, {>erliap8, it was Liken to stand for the Christmas 
spirit of love and good will. 

Ye who have scorned each other, 

10 Or ii]juT’(*d frioiid or brother, 

In tliis fast-fading year; 

Ye who, l)y word or deed. 

Have made a kind heaH bleed, 

Come gather here! 

15 Let sinned against and sinning 

Forget ttieir strife’s beginning, 

And join in friendship now\ 
lie links no longer broken. 

Be sw^eet forgiveness spoken 
m Under the Holly liough. 

Ye who have loved each other, 

Sister and fri^d and brother, 
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In this fast-fading year; 

Mother and sire and child, 

^Young man and maiden mild, 

Come gather here; 

And let your hearts grow fonder, B 

As niemoiy shall ponder 
Each past unbroken ^'ow; 

Old love and younger wooing 
Are sweet in the renewing 

Under the Holly Bough. lo 

Ye who have nourished sadne^ 

Estrang(!d from hope and gladiMjBB. 

In this fiist'fading yaar; 

Ye with o’erburdened mind 
Made aliens fioin your kind, ib 

Collie gather here. 

Let noi the u.seless sorrow 
Pursue you night and morrow ; 

If e’er you lioped, hope now. 

Take heart, uncloud your faces, 90 

And join in our embraces 
Under the Holly Bough. 

estraii^ : Bef^rated from. This word comes from the Latin #af, whiohy 
easily lengthened to extra, becomes egtranf^e with little change of maaniag. 
Literally, therefore, a stranger is one from withota. 
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FitANCES Kimmo Greenk 


Francer Nimmo Greene is a Southern writer. The selection given 
below is from lier adaptation of the tales of King Arthur’s Court. 

Note. — One of the cliief knights of Arthur’s Round Table was 
Lanccdot. He wiis so nuiowned that it was said of him that men went 
5 down before him in the lists througli the j>ower of his reputation rather 
than of his superior skill. Hearing this gossip Lancelot resolved to enter 
the lists in disguise. Ac(^ordingly, be borrowed a shi<*kb and in (‘ompany 
with a young knight, Sir Lavaims rode away t^o the tournament. The 
whole story is beautifully told in Ikuiiiyson’s Lancelot and Elaine.” 


10 Th| two knights rode on to the lists, and as they 
journeyed the elder said, Hear, but hold my name 
hidden; you ride with Lanc(*lot of the Lake.’* 

I.4ivaine was surjirisinl and al>ashed at the great name, 
and stammertMl as he replie<l, Is it so indeed ? ** Then, 
15 as if to himself, he murmured, ‘‘ The great Lancelot ! ** 
When they reached the lists by Camelot, in the meadow, 
the young, unproven knight was overjoyed at tlie gor- 
geous sight which met liis eyes. The great semicircular 
gallery of seats, filleal with richly dressed si>eetators, ‘‘lay 
n lika a rainbow fallen upon the grass.” The knights, 
llfe^ificent in their armored array, were already assem- 
blmg in the lista. The Round Table knights were the 
challenging party, and those who came to tilt agai|& 
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theii were kings, princes, and barons, and knigbfii from 
far and near. 

Lavaine let his eyes wander till they found the clears 
faced king. In high estate King Arthur sat, robed in 
I'ed samite, Tlie golden dragons of his father, Uther Pen- 
dragon, or Uth(\r Drafroidieart stood out in all the carv- 
ings about the royal seat, A gulden dragon, clinging to 
his crown, writhed dowr* his long robe. Two others 
fonned the arms ci the chair of state, dust above the 
kings head, in the ornaments of tlie canopy, was a golden lo 
flower, the center of wliicli was the ninth and largest 
diamond, the prize of tln^ d;vy, 

Lancelot’s eyes also sought the king, and he said to 
Lavaine: “ Me you call great — I am not great; there is 
the man.” ii 

There was little time for converse then. liavame be- 
held the (ompany of knights divide, — they that assailed 
and they that held the lists taking positions at opposite 
ends of tho gr^^at, oval fhdd. With helmets crested with 
their ]a(li(\s’ favors or with nodding plumes, and long ao 
lances bedecked with pennons that danced to the lilt 
of the breeze, the great company of knights awaited 
the signal for the onset. And, no less impatient thaii 
their riders, the splendid war horses quivered for the 
spring. Si 
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Am the knights formed lines for the coming shock, 
Lancelot, signaling to Lavaine, drew out of the range 
of combat. The younger knight would fain have entered 
the sport at once, but the wish of Lancelot was law to his 
5 hero-worshiping heart, and he followed his leader. 

Suddenly the heralds blew a mighty blast on their 
trumpets; the knights struck spur; and riders and steeds, 
alike wild with the joy of conflict, hurled them together 
in the center of the lists. Then for a few mad, glorious 
10 moments the hard earth trembled with the shock, and the 
clear air of inoniing reverberated with the thunder of arms. 

Lancelot tarried a little till he saw which was the 
strongest party ; th(‘n hurled his force against it, Lavaine 
following his lead. 

1ft The knights of the Round Talde were by far the 
mightier in the field till he of the scarlet sleeve dashed 
against them. Then was Lancidot Lancelot indeed. No 
need to speak of his glory. “ duke, earl, count, 

baron — whom he smot*;, ho overthi’ew/’ 

toiir'nament : a mock h«*Ul hy the knij^htn of olden time to show 

their skill. Ladies witnessed the gatiio, and rewarded the victors with 
wreaths or prizes. — lists: the j^roniid incl<»8e<l for a combat or race. — 
Cam^'diot: the city in which was Arthur’s royal palace. — dragons: Arthur’s 
lather, Uther, took as his (‘inhlem a dragon, and a gold dragon was always 
carried before him inUj hattU* — fain: glatlly. — them : themselves. — 
scarlet slseye : it was customary for each knight to wear a lady’s favor as 
an evidence of her interest in his success. A sleeve was a common token. 
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SPIDERS AND THEIR HOMES 

Spiders are not looked upon with much admiration or 
affection, although their industry and tiieir perseverance 
are well known. As & matter of fact, they are not only 
able and patient worliers, but, in temperate climates at 
least, they are usually innocent and hannlcss. They s 
rarely bite, and then only in self-defense. 

We may look for spiders in all kinds of places. Some 
species like to live in eellair or in attics, where they are 
not likely to be disturlxid. Others pn^fer to make their 
nests under the edges of shingles or in the cracks of a lo 
wall, while many others live on the ground or under the 
bark of trees. Tliere are wary little spiders who live 
among the flowers, ready to catch any insect visitors. 

Spiders are divided into two groups, — the cxibweb 
spiders who spin webs and lie in wait for their prey, is 
and the hunting spiders who go lioldly forth to seek it. 
The fine silk of the webs and of the cocoons which hold 
the eggs is very wonderful. Rome spidei-s weave soft silk 
nests among the leaves, and their babies find themselves 
in the daintiest of cradles. *0 

One spider has a curious way of building her house. 
She first makes a hole or cave in the ground, six or 
seven inches deep. In this burrow she will keep her 
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babies when the weather is chilly, and many spiders 
would be content with such a warm, comfortable home. 
But she is not so easily satisfied, and she cannot rest 
until she has added a tower to her mansion. She is 
6 carpenter, mason, and house mother all in one. 

The timbers wliicli slie uses are scarcely two inches in 
length, and her Inacks are tiny round balls of earth. She 
works inside her l^urrow, ])laclng her sticks with care. 
She holds each log in jilacij with lier fore legs and fastens 
10 it with strong silk. Then slie arranges her lu’icks neatly 
and evenly, taking great ])ains that tbere shall be no 
rough coni(‘rs to hurt h(‘r little ones. When the work 
is finish<‘d slie has a fine tower, more than two iiH'lies 
high, where her babi(‘s may enjoy the sunsliinc. 

Selected. 
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THE KING 

T. B Aldbick 

Thomah BArLEY Ai.drici^ an American author, editor, and p(A©fc, was 
bom in llis '“Kuny of a Ba<i Boy" Js vory good tcadiiig for young 

jxiopie. Mr. Aldrioli’s havo a Jelioatn grace and sweetness. 

Th(‘ folk who IIvcmI in Sliakespoarn'h day 

And saw tliat. gentle ligure pass 5 

P)V London 1 bridge, lus fretjnenl way — 

The} little knew what man he was. 

The pointed heard, the (‘onrteons mien, 

Tlu! equal ])ori to liigli or low. 

All tliis tliey saw, or might hav(‘ s(*en — lo 

But 11^ )t the liglil behind th(‘, luow ! 

The doublet’s Tnod(\st gray or brown, 

The slender s\vord-hilt’s jdain deviee, 

Wliat sign had these for prince or elt»wn? 

Fe\v turned, or none, to scan liim twice. 15 

Yet ’twas the king of England's kings! 

The rest with all their pomps and tnuns 
Are moldered, half-remembered tilings — 

’ T is he alone that lives and reigns 1 
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COSETTE— I 

Victor Hugo 

Victor Hugo was a famous French writer who was bom in 1802. 
He was a frail, sickly child, but he lived to be an old man. He wrote 
many jwwerful novels, potnus, and plays. In his writings he always tried 
to make jK^ople sorry for the poor and suffering. At one time he was 
5 banished from France because he wrote against the gov^ernment. He 
spent the last years of his life in his home in Paris, greatly loved and 
honored by the French jxjople,. He died in 1885. 

Notk, ~ C^oselb^ is one of the characters in a novel called Les Mis^r- 
ables," or “ The Wndched Ones.” She was a little girl who had been 
10 left by her mother in the care of a hard and cruel woman, the wife 
of an iniikee{>er. This woman, who was called Madame Th6nardier, had 
two little girls of h('r own to wdiom she gave toys and pretty clothes, but 
poor littlt‘ Cosettc had no such pleasures. 

Cosette was in her usual place, s<‘ated on the crosspiece 
15 of the kitchen table, near the fireplace. She was dressed 
in rags ; her bare feet were in wooden shoes, and by the 
light of the fire she was knitting woolen stockings for the 
little Th^nanliens. In the next room the fresh voices of 
the two children were lieard laughing and prattling, 
so On this Christmas evening several men were seated at 
table in the low room of the Th^nardier’s inn. Four new 
guests had ju#t come in. Cosette was thinking sadly that 
it was evening, late in the evening, that the bowls and 
pitchers in the ixxims must be filled, and that there was 
SB no more water in the cistern. From time to time one of 
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the travelers would look out into the street and say, “ It 
is as dark as an oven ! ” or, “ It would take a cat to go 
along the streets to-night ! and Cosette shuddered. 

All at once a man came in from the yaixi and said in 
a hareh voice, “ You have not watered my horse.” s 

Cosette CJime out frttn under the table. 

“Oh, yes, sir!” said she; “the horse did drink. He 
drank from the bucket, ai.d I carrit'd the bucket to him 
and talked to him.” 

This was not true. Cosette was afraid, and she told lo 
a lie. 

“ Here i.s a girl as big a.s 1113' fi.st wlio Ct'in tell a lie as 
big as a hou.se,” .said the mau. “1 say ho lias not had 
any water." 

Cosette went back under tlie table. u 

Madame Thcnardicr threw the street door open. 

“ Well,” she said angrily, “ what has become of that 
girl ? Go and carry some drink to this horse.” 

“ But, Madame,” said (’osette feebly, “ there is no 
water.” ao 

“ Go after some 1 ” Madame went back to the stove 
as she spoke. “There is plenty at the spring. She is 
the laziest girl that ever was. Here, Miss, get a loaf of 
bread at the baker’s when you come back. Here are 
fifteen cents.” x 
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Cosette had gone for an empty bucket that was by the 
fireplace. The bucket was so large that she could have 
sat down in it with comfort. The child had a little pocket 
in the side of her apron. She took the money without 
» saying a word and dropped it into this pocket, but she did 
" not seem to see the open door. 

Go along ! ’’ cried* Madame Th^nardier. Cosette went 
out. The door closed. 

Exactly opposite Th^inardier s door was a toyshop all 
10 glittering with GlnastmavS toyvS. In front was a great 
doll, nearly two feet high, dressed in ])ink crape and with 
real hair ainl blue eyes. The whole da\^ this magnificent 
doll had stood tlun’c, hut no mother was ricli enough to 
buy it for Inn* (’liild. 

15 As Cosette went out, sad and fright(MK‘d, she could not 
helj) raising her (Wes toward this wonderful doll — toward 
the ladt/^ as sIk^ calUnl it. She was saying to herself, 
‘‘One must be a (pu^en, or at least a princess, to have 
a doll like that ! ’’ She could not turn away. She 
» forgot ev(*rything, even the errand on which she was 
sent. Suddenly she heard a rough voice: 

“Haven't you gone yet? lk‘ off with you!” 

Cosette fled with her bucket, running as fast as she 
could. 

m The poor child now^ found herself in thick darkness. 
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She shook the handle of fier bucket as much as she could 
on the way. That made a noise which kept her coinpaiiy. 

As long as she had houses iu sight, she went on boldly 
enough. IVom time to lime she saw tlio light of a 
candle through cnioks in the shutter. It was life and 5 
ligljt to her. When she had pass»*d the last house, she 
stopped. It was now open (*ountry. — dark, sihukt country. 
rerha[)s in this darkness were wild In^asts. She 

could almost hear them luoxiug in tlu* grass, 

^"1 will g(j hack/' she said tn ln*rs'']f. Then she lo 
thought of Madame Tlienardicu* with In/r cruel face and 
her angry (wcs. Wticn» slionld sln^ go? M'hat would 
he(!ome of liei ? Hh(‘ look up the bucket again and l)egan 
to run t(.)war(l the spring. 

It was a siiiall, liatuial basin about two hnit deep and i 5 
paved with a few large stones, (’osettedid not take time 
to breathe. It was vfuy dark, hut she bent dtnvii and 
plunged her Inieket into IIk^ water. Sh(‘ did not notice 
that something fell fi*om Inn- |)oek(it into the spring. She 
neither saw nor heard it fall. She dnwv out the bucket ao 
and set it on the gniss. d1ien she found that all her 
strength was gone. She could not take a step. She sat 
down and closed her eyes. 

Then the fear of Madame Thenardier came back to her. 
She was afraid of the gi’eat, silent darkness. She longed 
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to fly with all half might across the woods, across the 
fields, to houses, to windows, to lighted candles. Still, she 
did not dare to go without her bucket of water. She 
grasped the handle with both hands. She could hardly 
5 lift the bucket. 

She went a dozen steps, but she had to stop again and 
again. SIkj walked, bending forward, lier head down 
like an old woman. The iron handle was freezing her 
little W(^t hands. The cold water splashed over her bare 
10 knees. Sobs choked her, but she did not dare to cry, 
so great was her fear of Madame Thenardier, even at 
this distance. 

At that inoiiKmt she felt all at once that the weight 
* of the biKiket was gone. She raised her head. A large 
15 dark figure was walking beside lier. It was a man who 
had come up behind her. Without saying a word, this 
man had grasped the handle of the bucket she was 
carrying. 

COSETTE — II 

Cosette was not afraid. The man spoke to her. 
n My child,” he siiid, “ this is very lieavy for you.” 

Yes, sir/* said Cosette. 

How old are you, little girl ?” said he. 

Eight years, sir.” 
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You have no mother, then 
I don’t know,” said the child. 

Who was it sent you into the woods after water at 
this time of night?” 

Ma<iame Thcnardier,” said Cosette. n 

What does do. your Madame TlirnanJier ? ’’asked 
the man, 

‘SShe is my mistn^ss,” siiid the child; ‘"and she keeps 
the inn.” 

‘‘The inn? ’’said the iniin. “ W(dl, 1 am going there, lo 
Show me the way.” 

Cosette wailked beside him. She no longer felt tired 
or afraid. Soon the man sjxdo* again : 

^‘Is th(‘re IK) servant at the inn ?” ^ 

“ No, sir.” w 

“ Are you alone ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. Only tluu’e an? two litth* girls.” 

‘"Who are they and what do they do?” ask(?d the 
man. 

“ Oh ! ” said the child ; ‘‘ tlu'V an* Miularne Thenardier’s 20 
daughtei-s, and they liave beautiful playthings. They 
play all day long.” 

“ And you ?” 

“Oh, I work.” 

“ All day long?^ 


25 
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The child raised lier face and said softly: Yes, sir; 
though sometimes 1 play a little. I have a lead sword 
as long as that.” The child showed her little finger. 

And which does not cut?” said the man. 

5 ‘H)h, y<?s,” said Cosette ; it cuts lettuce.” 

As they drew near tlie inn the (diild said timidly: 

Will }()U hit me take the bucket now ?” 

“ Why ? ” asked the man. 

Ileciause Madanui will whij) me if she sees that any 
10 one brought it for me.” 

The man gave Iku- tlui buek(‘t and the door opened. 

‘‘Well,” said tin* innke(ij)ers wife, “you have taken 
your time; you have l>een jdaying.” 

‘‘ Madanus” said ('os(‘tl.e, trembling, “here is a gentle- 
15 man who was looking for th(‘ inn.” 

“ Is it this genthunan?” said the WTjman. 

“ Yes, iMadanu*,” said the travelcT, tomdiing his hat. 
Cosette went silently to w ork. She dared not dry herself 
at the fire. 

20 Suddcmly Madaim^ sjiokc : “ Oh, 1 forgot ! That bread ! ” 

Coset te plunged luir hand into her pocket, and turned 
white. Th(i money \ki\s not there. 

“ Have you lost it ? ” said the imikeepcir s wdfe, reach- 
ing out her arm tow^anl a whip lianging on the wall. 
n The man had been watching Cosette 
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“ Here, Madame,” said he ; “ here is the money.” 

“ Yes, that is it,” said the woman, as her fingers closed 
over the silver which he held out to her. She had seen 
that it WHS not fifteen but twenty cents which he had 
given her. 5 

What is shv knitting ? ” the nian asked in a gentle 
voice. 

^SStwkings, if \oii please,” said Madame. ‘•Stockings 
for iny little girls.” 

The man hwiked at Cosettci's po^n*, nnl feet. lo 

When will slie finish that pair of stockings ?” 

It will take lu‘r at huist three or four good days, the 
lazy tiling!" said Madanuc 

‘‘ And how much might the stockings be worth when 
they are done ? ” ic 

Madame looked at him. 

About thirty cents,” she said. 

Will you t^ike a dollar for them now?” asked tlie man. 

The innkeeper thought it was time to speak. 

“ Yes,” he said ; you may have the stockings for a aa 
dollar. We can refuse nothing to travelers.” 

You must pay for them now,” said Madame sharply, 
will buy that pair of stockings,’' said the man, 
drawing the money from his pocket. Now your work 
belongs to me. Play, my child/* 25 
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Coseite trembled. 

Madame, is it true ? May I play ? ” 

‘‘TLay !” said Madjuiie in a terrible voice. 

“Thank you, Madame,” said C(jseite. While she said 
5 this all h(*r litthi soul was thanking the traveler. 

Madarne’s littki girls had Ikhui playing with their 
doll. Tluy liad l(‘ft it on tlu^ floor near the kitchen table. 
In tluj ni(*antinie ('ostdbe had dressed up her little lead 
sword 1*01* a doll. She rockiHl it in her arms and sang it 
10 to sleep. 

All at oiK^c* (Ios(‘tte stojipcd. She had turned her head 
and S(Hm the doll upon tin* iloor. She (*rept out upon her 
hands and ktuois, s(‘iz<‘d the doll, and in a moment more 
was in luu' old ])la(a‘ again. 

15 Suddenly she hoard Madaim^’s angry voice: “Cosette!’' 

(yosetU^ shudd(‘r(‘d as if at an (^aitlupuike. She took 
the doll and [)laced it gently and reverently on the floor. 
Then she did wliat nothing else had mad(* her do, — 
the run in the. woods, nor her fear, nor the loss of her 
20 money, nor th(‘ sight of tlie wdiij), nor Madame’s hard 
wairds. She began to cry. 

The man W'alk(‘d st might to the door, opened it, and 
went out. Soon the door opened again and he came in 
carrying the magnifi<*ent doll of the toyshop. He went 
aa to Casette and held it out to her, saying; 
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Here, this is for you ! ” 

Cosette raised her eyes. She saw die man coming near 
with the' doll as she would have seen the sun coining near. 
She looked at him, she looked at the doll ; and then slie 
went and hid hei’self under the table as far as she (jould. 



There was a silence in the room. The innkeeper looked 
at tlie traveler as he would liave looked at a bag of money. 

My little (kjsette/' said he in a voice which was 
meant to \>e sweet, take your doll.” 

Cosette felt as if some one had said, Little girl, you lo 
are Queen of France.” 


May I, Madame?’’ she said softly. 

‘‘It is yours,” said Madame, “since the gentleman 
gives it to you.” 

“ Is it true ? is it true ? ” cried Cosette. “ Is the lady 
B for me, sir? I will call her Katharine.” 

It was a strange moment when Cosette held the rib- 
bons and fresh pink muslins of the doll against her own 
rags. She went to b(;d holding Katharine in her arms. 

Some time aft(U', when the house was still, the stranger 
10 passed through the hall, as if looking for something. By 
the stairs, among all sorts of old baskets and rubbish, 
there was a bed, if it could be called a bed. There were 
neither sheets nor jnllows, and the mattress lay on the 
floor. In this bed tJosetto was sleeping. 

15 She was sleeping soundly; she was dressed. She held 
the doll fast in lier arms. Its wide blue eyes shone in the 
darkness. One of ('osette’s wooden shoes stixxl beside her 
bed. In the room beyond, by the fireplace, stood two 
dainty little shoes ready for the good fairy of Christmas. 
20 The man bent over them. In each was a beautiful, 
shining piece of silver. 

The man i\)se and was aliout to go away when, at 
the other end of the fireplace, he saw a clumsy, empty, 
wooden shoe, half broken and covered with mud. It 
» was Cosette’s shoe. Cosette was a child and she had 
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a child’s faith. She too had placed her shoe in the 
fireplace. 

When the stranger went back to his room there was 
a piece of yellow gold in the wooden shoe. 

‘‘ Are you up so .soon '! " said Madame to the stranger s 
the next moniing. “ Art* you going to leave us already?” 

“ Yes,” said the man ; ‘‘ I am going away.” 

The innkeeper’s wife handed him the hill, but though 
he looked at the paper his mind Wiis on something else. 

•‘Madame,” .said he, “do yo\i iiave a good business lo 
here?” 

“ Oh, sir,” she began. “ the times are very hard, and 
there are few rich travelei-s like you. And that little girl 
oats ns out of lion.se and home.” 

“ Whai little girl ?" said the stranger. is 

'• Why, Cosette. tlie Lark, as they ctill her. How 
stupid [H'ople are ! Slio hwks more like a hat.” 

Tin* man .spoke agtiin, and his voice IremhhHl a little. 

“ Suppose J should take her away. Will you let me 
have her ? ” *) 

“Who? Cosette?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Ah, sir, my good sir ! take her and keep her and 
carry her off ! You will really take her away ? ” 

“ I wUl.” 


» 
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At this moment the innkeeper himself came into the 
room. Ih> had heard every word. 

Sir/’ said if you take Cosette, I must have three 
hiindnHl dollars.” 


r, Th(i straTij<(ir took from his pocket an old, black pocket- 
book, ojKUicd it, and dr<jw from it three bank notes. 

Jirini*; ('oscitte,” lie said simply. 

While this was ^oing on, what was Cosette doing? 

As soon as 8 lu‘ was awake she liad run to her wooden 
10 shoe and found tlie gold pifice in it. She did not know 
that it Was a piece of gold ; slui had never seen one 
before. Still she fcdt a joy in the gift and that it meant 
some good for li(T. 

said Madame almost gently, ‘‘ come quick.” 
15 Cosette followed Ikm*. 

The strangm* took a bundle he had brought and untied 
it. It contained a little frock and apron, wann skirts, a 
scarf, woohui stcK'kiugs, and shoes. 

“ My tdiild,” said he, go and dress yourself.” 

20 An liour later there })assed on the road to Paris a man 
leading a litth' girl who had a pink doll. When she was 
tired the man took Iht in his arms. Cosette, without 
letting go of Katharine, laid her head on his shoulder 


and went to sleep. 


Ada{vt«d[ from the FVenoh. 


Cosette' — Th^iuirdier {ti-imr'di4). 



169 


THE M.iRQUIS DE LAFAYETTE AND MADAM 
IIAxNCOCK 

Loins A M. Alcott 

Notk. — “An Oid-F/u^laoin*d Girl/’ * from which this st4:)r’,i8 taken, is 
one (*t the heat of Mikp Alcott'a hooks, roily, “ tlio old faahioaed girl/* 
seeing that grandma lonely and m gleoted, has coaxi'd tln^ children 

to spend a rainy aft^'rnoon in the old lady’s room. Giandnu shows them 
her treasures, among tiiem an old goive which reminds her of a story, 5 

‘‘ Ah, that has a story worth telling! ” cried grandma ; 
adding jiroudly, ‘‘ Tix'ai tliai old glove r(\sj>ecti*ully, iny 
children, for Lafaytdte’s lionored hand has touched it.” 

‘M)h, grandma, did \ou wear it? Did you s(^e him? 
Do tell ns all about it,” (U'ied Polly. lo 

(inindma lovtul to toll this story, and always assumed 
her most imposing air to do honor to litu* tlieine. Draw- 
ing henself up, thendon*, she folded h(‘r hands, and after 
two or three hems ” h(‘gan with an absent look,aw^ if her 
eyes helield a far-away tinu\ which liriglittmed as she gazed'. 15 
‘‘The fii^t visit of Lafayette* was l)(*fore my time, of 
00111*80, but I heanl so much aliout it fmm my grandfather 
that I really felt as if I VI seen it all. Our Aunt Hancock 
lived in the Governor's house, on Beacon Hill, at that 
time.” Here the old lady bridled still more, for she was 20 
very proud of “ our aunt.’’ 

* Copyright, 1870, by Ixniiia M. Alcott, iui<l, 1898, by J, S. P. Aloott. 
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Ah, my dears, those were the good old times ! ” she 
continued with a sigh. ‘‘ Such dinners and tea parties, 
such damask tablecloths and fine plate, such solid, hand- 
some furniture and elegant carriages ! Aunt’s was lined 
n with red silk velvet, and when the coach was taken from 
her at the Govcmior s death she just ripped out the lining 
and we girls had spencers made of it. Dear heart, how 
wtdl 1 r'ernember playing in aunt’s great garden, and 
chasing Jack up and down those winding stairs ; and my 
10 blessiul father, in his plum-colored coat and knee buckles, 
and the (jueue I us(‘d to ti(^ up for him every day, handing 
aunt in to dinner, looking so dignifitKi and splendid ! ” 
(Jranduia secuned to forget her story for a minute, and 
become a little girl again among the playmates dead and 
in goiu^ so many y<*ars, IVdIy motioned the others to be 
(piiet, and no one spoke till the old lady, with a long sigh, 
came back to the present and went on. 

‘‘ Well, as I was saying, the Governor wanted to give a 
bi'eakfast to i]w French officers, and Madam, who was a 
20 hospitable soul, got up a splendid one for them. But by 
some mistake or accident it was discovered at the last 
minute that tlu're was no milk. 

^ k great deal was needed, and very little could be 
bought or borrowed ; so despair fell upon the cooks and 
as maids, and the great breakfast would have been a failure 
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if Madam, with the piesence of iq|^ of her sex, had not 
suddenly tethought herself of the cows feeding on the 
Common. 

To be sure, they belonged to her neighlx)rs, and there 
was no time to £isk lea\e, but it was a national e.ffair; our 6 
allies be Feeling suiv. that her patriotic friends 

would gladly lay their cow s on the altar i f thoir cx‘untry, 
Madam Hancock covered herself with glory by calmly 
issuing the conimand, ‘Milk ’em!’ 

“It W’as done, to the gr(‘at astonishment of the cows, lo 
and the entire satisfaction of the giUNsts, among whom 
was Lafayettf'. 

“The time when 1 saw liufayetie was in 1825. Uncle 
Hancock was dead, and aunt had married Captain Scott. 
She w^a.s living in Fc^ch ral St reet at the time, — a most aris- 15 
tocratic stn‘et then, ehildrcui, — and we lived close by. 

“ Old Josiah Quincy w as mayor of the city, and he sent 
aunt wonl that the Marepus Lafayette w ished to pay his 
respects to her. 

“ Of course she w as dedighted, and we all Hew about 20 
to make ready for him. Aunt was an old lady, but she 
made a grand toilet, and was as anxious to look well as 
any girl. She wore a steel-colored satin, trimmed with 
black lace, and on her cap was pinned a Lafayette ba4ge 
of white satin. sw 
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‘‘I never shall forget how heaiMi-tifully she looked as 
she sat in state on the front parlor sofa, right under a 
portrait of her first husband. Beside her sat Madam 
Storer and Madam Williams, elegant to behold in their 
5 stiff silks, rich Lice, and stately turbans. 

girls had dressed the house with flowers; old 
Mr, Coolidg(^ scmt in a clothes basket full. Joe Joy pro- 
vided the badge's. I wore my green and white palmyrine, 
my hair bowed high, the beautiful leg-o’-mutton sleeves 
10 that were so b(‘Comiug, and these very gloves. 

Well, by and l)y the (Jeneral, eseoited by the mayor, 
drove up. Dear me ! I see him now, — a little old man in 
nankeen trousers and vest, a long, blue coat and ruffled 
shirt. lie was leaning on bis eane, for lu' was lame, and 
15 he smiled and bow('d lik(^ a true Fr(m(‘hnian. 

“As he ap|)roache(h the three old ladies rose and 
cc)urt43sied with the utmost dignity. Lafayette bowed 
fimt to the (fOV(*rnor s widow, and kissed lier hand. 

“That was droll ; for on the ba(*k of her glove was 
ao stainjied Lafayidit'^s likeness, and the gallant old gentle- 
man kissed his own face. 

“ He did not stay long, but we were vei-y merry receiv- 
ing his compliments and enjoying the honor he did us. 

“ Down in the street thei'e was a crowd, of course, and 
SB when he left they wanted to take out the horses and drag 





174 


him home in triujnph. But he did n’t wish it ; and while 
'that affair was being arranged, we girls had been pelting 
hiA with the flowers which we tore from the vases, the 
walls, and our own topknots, to scatter over him. 

6 “ He liked that, and laughed, and waved his hand to us. 

We young folks quite lost our heads that night, and 1 
have n’t a very clear idea of how 1 got home. The last 
thing I remember was hanging out of the window with 
' a flock of girls, watching the carriage roll away, while the 
10 crowd cheered as if they were mad. 

“ Bless rny heart ! it seems as if I heard ’em now. 
‘ Hurrah for Lafayette and Mayor Quincy ! Hurrah for 
Madam Hancock and the pretty girls ! Hurrah for Colonel 
May ! Three cheers for Boston ! Now, then ! Hurrah ! 
IB hurrah ! hurrah ! ’ ” 

And here the old lady stopped, out of breath, with her 
cap askew, her spectacles on the end of her nose, and her 
knitting much the worse for the enthusiastic waving in 
the air while she had been shrilly cheering an imaginary 
80 Lafayette. 

Lifiyette': a French general in the American Revolution. — Beacon 
Hill: the hill in Itoston on which the State House Btaiids. The site of 
the old Hancock house is now occupied by the publishers of this book. — 
spencer : a kind of waist. — qoene : a braid of hair — palmyrine' (reen) : 
a tlnn, soft material. — bowed : made into bows. — nankeen': a yellow 
cotton tnaterialt first made at Nanking, China. 
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THE CHRISTMAS GOOSE AT THE CRATCHITS* 

CUARLES DiCKKNS 

Charles Dickens (1812-1870) was one of the great English novelists. , 
Dickens had an ui.hapify childhood, and was always q*ii{‘k U) feel any 
injuBiicc toward the weak and heipless. Some of his novels drew atten- 
tion to the wrongs of tlie poor. Dickens’s pictures of life are striking, but 
they are often overdrawn. Among hi.s iioveb, “Olivei Twist,’" “ Nicholas 
Nickleby,” and “ David Copj)erti*.*ld ” are greatly liked by young j>eople^ 

XoTK. — “The Christinas Carol,” from which tins wdection is taken^ 
is p(*rhap8 the best Cliristmas slorv ever written ; c»‘rtainly it is the best 
short story that Dickens wrob^ The Oatcliits were ver} jioor in many 
ways, hut they were rich in loving-kindness and oontentrneut. Even poor 10 
Tiny Tim, Hob’s little lame son, was far happier than old Scrooge of whom 
the story tells. 

You might have thought a. goose tlie rarest of all birds; 
a feallieml pheuonienon, to which a black swan was a 
matter of coiii-se; and in truth it was something like it i5 
in that house. Mi’s. Cratchit made t1h» gravy (ready 
beforehand in a little saucej>an) hissing hot; Master Peter 
mashed the potatoes with incredible vigor ; Miss Belinda 
sweetened up the apple sauce; Martha dusted the hot 
plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny corner 30 
at the table ; the two young Cratchits set chairs for every- 
body, not forgetting themselves, and mounting guard upon 
their posts, crammed spoons into their mouths lest tli^y 
should shriek for goose before their turn came to be helped, 
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At last the dishes were set on and grace was said. 
It was succeeded by a breathless pause as Mrs. Cratchit, 
looking slowly all along the carving knife, prepared to 
plunge it into the breast; but when she did, and when the, 
n long-expected gush of stutfing issued forth, one murmur 
of delight arose all round the board, and even Tiny Tim, 
excited by the two young (Jraichits, beat on the table with 
the handle of his knife and h.^ebly cried, Hurrah ! ” 

Tiiere never was sudi a goose. Bob said he didn’t 
10 believe there ever was siudi a goose cooked. Its tender- 
ness and flavor, size and djcapness, were the themes of 
universal admiration, l^ked out by the apple sauce and 
mashed potatoes, it was a sullicient dinner for the whole 
family ; indeed, as Mrs. Cratchit said with great delight 
i/i (surveying one small atom of a bone upon the dish), they 
hadn’t ate it all at last ! Yet every one had had enough, 
and the youngest (h ahduts in paiticular were steeped in 
sage and onion to the eyelu'ows! 

But now, the plates being changed by Miss Belinda, 
Mrs. Cratchit left the room alone — too nervous to bear 
witnesses — to take the pudding up and bring it in. 

Suppose it should not be done enough ! Suppose it 
should break in turning out ! Suppose somebody sliould 
have got over the wall of the back yard and stolen it, 
35 while they were merry with the goose, — a supposition at 
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which the two young Cratchits became livid! All sorts 
of horrors were supposed. 

Hallo ! A great deal of steam ! The pudding was out 
of the copper. A smell like a washing day ! That was 
the cloth. A smell like an eating house and a pastry t 



cook’s next door to each other, with a laundress’s next 
door to that ! That was the pudding. In half a minute 
Mrs. Cratohit entered, flushed hut smiling proudly, with 
the pudding like a speckled cannon ball, so hard and firm, 
blazing in half of half-a-quartem of ignited brandy, and lo 
bedight with Christmas holly stuck into the top. 





17a 


Oh, a wonderful pudding ! Bob Cratchit said, and 
calmly too, that he regarded it as the greatest success 
achieved by Mrs. Cratchit since their marriage. Mrs. 
Cratchit said that now the weight was off her mind, she 
5 would confess sh(3 had had her doubts about the quantity 
of flour. Everybody had something to say about it, but 
nobody said it was at all a small pudding for a large family. 
Any Cratchit W(nild have blushed to hint at such a thing. 

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, 
10 the hearth swejit, and the fire made up. The compound 
in the jug being tasted and considered perfect, apples 
and oranges were put upon the table, and a shovelful of 
chestnuts on the fire. Then all the Cratchit family drew 
round the hearth, in wdiat Bob Cratchit called a circle, 
15 meaning half a one ; and at Bol) Cratchit's elbow stood 
the family display of glass, — two tumblers, and a custard 
cup without a handle. 

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well 
as goUhm goblets would have done; and Bob served it 
30 out with b(‘aming looks, wdiile the chestnuts on the fire 
sputtered and cnicked noisily. Then Bob pi’oposed : 

A merry ( Jhrist mas to us all, my deans. God bless us ! 
Which all the family re-echoed. 

God bless us every one ! ” said Tiny Tim, the last 
as of all. 
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BABY SYLVESTER 

Bret Ha rte 

FRANCia*BRF.T Harte was born in Albany, N.Y., in 183ft. In 1854 
he went to California, and many of his tales and verses deal with the 
rough life of Weatern niinin^^ camps. After 1885 he made his home in 
England, where he died in 1902. 

It was in a little mining camp in the Califoniia Sierraft » 
that he first dawned upon me in all his grotesque 
sweetness. 

I had arrived early in the moniing, hut not in time to 
intercept my friend, lie had gone prosp(»cting/' — so 
they told me, — and would not nduru imtJl afternoon, lo 

Did I s(‘e those large pines, and, a little to the right, 
a canvas iwf and chiinuey over the bushes? Well, that 
was l)i(‘k Sylvester s cabin. 

I could stake my hoi-se in the little hollow. I should 
find some books in the shanty. I could amuse myself is 
with them ; or I could play with the baby. 

Do what ? 

But the men had already gone. I called after their 
vanishing figures, — 

What did you sav I could do ? ” 

The answer floated slowly up on the hot, sluggish air,. — 

“ Pla-a-y with the ba-by.” 


ao 
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Tethering my horse to a young sapling, I turned 
toward the cabin. 

I threw myself on the coucli and tried to read, but I 
soon exhausted my interest in my friend’s library, and 
5 lay iliere staring through the open door. 

The slumbrous droning of Innis outside the canvas roof, 
the faint cawing of rooks on the opposite mountain, and 
the fatigne of my morning ride Ix^gan to droop my eye- 
lids. I pulh'd tlu* serape over me, and in a few minutes 
10 was aslcc^p. 

I awok(‘ once or twic(*, clutching tlie serape as it was 
dis4pi)earing over tli<‘ foot of the (^oucli. Then 1 became 
suddenly aroused to tlu^ fa(*.i lliai my (dTorts to retain it 
were n‘sist(*d. Letting it go, ! was horrified at seeing 
it swiftly drawn under the conch. 

At this jioint I sat up, (‘oinpletely awake. What 
seemed to ht* an (‘xaggeratiid muff began to emerge from 
inuh^r the coiudi. Presently it apjieaml fully, dragging 
the serajie after it. 

There was no mistaking it now ; it was a bahj 
bear, — a helpless roll of fat and fnr, but unmistakably 
a grizzly cub! 

It slowly raised itself on its hind legs, and waved a baby 
paw, fringed with little hooks of steel- I t(X)k the paw, and 
20 shook it griively. From that moment we were friends. 
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His body was a silky, dark gray, deepening to black in 
his paws and muzzle. His fur was long, thick, and soft 
as eider down. 

His long hair concealed a leather collar around his 
neck, which bore the single wonl “ Baby ” ! Tihis, then, fi 
was the baby with wdiom I was to play. 



How we played ! Baby allowed me to roll him down 
hill, craw'ling and putting up again eiich time with perfect 
good humor. 

He climbed a young sayiling after my Panama hat, lo 
which I had *• shied ” into one of the tof)mo.st branches, 
and refused to de.scend until it suited his pleasure. When 
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he did come down, he persisted in walking about on three 
legs, carrying my hat, a crushed and shapeless mass. 

When Dick Sylvester returned, I was pretty well 
fagged out. The baby was rolled up at the foot of the 
6 couch, asleep. 

Sylvester’s first words after our greeting were, — 

“ Is n’t he delicious ? ” 

% 

Perfectly. Where did you get him ? 

Lying under liis dead mother, five miles from here,''' 
10 said Dick. “Knocked her over at fifty yards: clean 
shot; never moved afterwards. She must have been 
carrying him in lier mouth, and dropped him when she 
fac(»d me, lie was n’t more than three days old.” 

1 made Sylvestm* solemnly promise that, in the event 
15 of any seiiaration lietween himself and Baby, it should 
revert to nui. 

Two months after this conversation, as I was turning 
over the morning’s mail, 1 noticed a letter bearing Sylves- 
ter s familiar hand. Its contents were as follows: 

20 0 Frank ! - Don’t you remember what we agreed upon anent 

the baby ? Well, coiusider me as dead for the next six months, or 
gone where cub.s can’t follow me, — East. I know you love the 
baby, but do you think, dear boy, — now, really, do you think you 
could be a father to it ? Look at the question well, and let me 
25 know at once. 


Bvlvsbti^ 
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I telegraphed an affirmative to Sylvester. When I 
reached my lodgings late that afternoon, niy landlady 
was awaiting me with a telegram. It w^as two lines 
from Sylvester: 

‘‘All riglit. Baby goes down on night bo^t. Be a ^ 
father to him.’’ 

One o’clo('.k came, but no Baby. Tw o o'clock, three 
o’clock passed. It was almost four when there was a 
wild clatter of horses’ hoofs outside, and a wagon stopped 
at the doo^. lu an instano I had opened it and con- lo 
fronted a stranger. 

With an apf^earaiice of boldness I was far from feeling 
I walked to the wagon and called “ Baby ! ” Baby, the 
terrible, tumbled to the ground, and, rolling to iny side, 
rubbed his foolish head against me. Without a word 
the stranger got into wagon and drove away. 

I had great ditliculty in ke(‘ping Mrs. Brown from 
smothering Baby in blankets and ruining his digestion 
with the deli(!«'i(ues of lu^r larder; but I at last got him 
rolled up in the corner of my rcxjui, and asleep. 20 

When 1 awoke it was broad day. My ciyes at once 
sought the corner where Baby had been lying; but he 
was gone. The door was still locked ; but there were the 
marks of his claws ujX)ii the sill of the window that Iliad 
forgotten to close. 2 B 
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The window opened upon a balcony, to which the 
only other entrance was through the hall. I dressed 
myself hurriedly and 8tepi>ed into the hall. The first 
object that met my eyes was a boot lying on the stairs. 
5 It bore the marks of Baby’s teeth. 

As I ascended llui stairs I found another, but with the 
blacking carefully licked off. A little farther on was a 
ladder leading to an open scaittle. I mounted the ladder 
and reached the Hat roof. Behind the chimney was the 
to fugitive Bal)y. He was covered with dust and dirt and 
fmgments of glass. 

He was sitting on his hind legs eating a slab of peanut 
candy, with a look of mingled guilt and infinite satis- 
faction. 1 hurried him back to the scuttle and descended 
15 on tiptoe to tlK', floor benc^ath. 

I think he was conscious of the dangers of detection, 
for he forbore to breathe, or to chew the last mouthful 
he had taktm. Ih? skulked at rny side with the simp 
dropping from his motionless jaws. 

20 He walked to the corner of his own accord and rolled 
himself up like an immense sugarplum, sweating remorse 
and tnuude at every pore. 

I locked him in when I went to breakfast. I found 
Mrs. Bniwn’s lodgers in a state of intense excitement over 
25 certain mysU^rious events. 
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It appeared that burglars had entered the block from 
the scuttle; that, being suddenly alamuMl, they had 
quitted our house without commiUhig any depredation, 
dropping even the boots they had collected. The glass 
show cases in the confectioner s shop on the corner had s 
been smashed. 

That night Baby and I decamped from Mit. Brown’s. 

It was nearly midnight wlien I r(‘a(*Jied iny little cottage 
on the outskirts of Oakland. It was with a feeling of 
relief that I entered, lockcMl Ihc d(K>r, ond turned him lo 
loose in the hall. Henceforward his depi'cdations would 
he limited to iny owm ])rop(‘rty. 

After lu^ had tried to mount the hat rack and knocked 
all the liais off, he went ]H‘ac#^al)]y to sleep on the rug. 

At the end of the week I detennined to invite a few 15 
friends to see th(‘ Ikilw. 

The morning of the exliihition came; but about an 
hour before the ]>erformauce the wn^tcluid Baby was 
missing. I searched the premises, hut I found no trace 
of Ikby Sylv(‘ster. 20 

I returned, after an hour s search, to find my guests 
already assembled on the rear veranda. The floor was 
covered with some glutinous substance. It was — sirup! 

I ran to the bam. Tlie keg of ‘‘ golden simp pur- 
chased only the day before, lay empty on the floor. » 
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There were sticky tracks all over the inclosure, but still 
no Baby. 

There ’s something moving the ground over there by 
that pile of dirt,” said Barker. 

B He was right. The earth was shaking in one comer 
of tlio inclosure like an earthquake. There, in the middle 
of an immense cavity, crouched Baby Sylvester, still 
digging, and slowly hut surely sinking from sight. 

Whether lie wished to hide himself from my reproachful 
10 eyes, or whetlu^r he was simply trying to dry his sirup- 
hesm(‘ar(‘d coat, I shall never know ; for that day, alas ! 
was his last with me. 

He was pumped upon for two hours, at the end of which 
time he still yielded a thin treacle. He was then wrapped 
15 in blank(‘ls, and lockcMl up in the storenxim. 

The next morning lie was gone. The lower portion of 
the window sasli and jiane were gone too. 

Wliere he wmit, wln^re he hid, who captured him, even 
the ofTfU* of a largi^ rmvard, hacked by the efforts of an 
20 intelligent jiolica^, could not discover. 

Adapted. 

pro# 'peeling : to fin«l out thr mining value of a place, — stake: 

to fawten to a stako. — rooks; Uinls much like crows. — scrape (sft-ra'plt) : 
a hlankct or kIuiwI frotiuently worn by Sjianish Americans. — asent": con- 
cerning. — affirffl'ative: answering «yes.’* 
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THE LANDING OF THE PILGRIM FATHERS 

Mrs. iffiMANS 

Note. — On a stormy December night a bani of Pilgrims, sent ont 
from the “Mayilower" to find a suita.ble place for settlonient, landed on a 
siiiail island near the entrance to Plymoiuh hai bor. As the next day was 
Sunday they '‘resU‘d” there and held their usual religions seivice. On 
the following Monday th<'y exphjred the surrotinding region and returned U 
to the sliip witli tiieir r<‘}>ort. 

The shore in this vieijiiiy is sandy, and not, as Mrs. llenuins imagined, 

*♦ rock bound.” 

Thu breaking waves dashiid high 

On a stern and roel-.-lxaind (’oast, lo 

And tlie woods against a storinj sky 
Their giant ijrain^hes tossed ; 

And the heavy night hung dark 
Tlie hills and waters (/er, 

When a hand of exiles mooned th(>ir l>ark lo 

On the wild New England shore. 

Not as the contpu'ror comes, 

They, the tnie-hearted, came; 

Not with the roll of the stirring drums, 

And the trumpet that sings of fame; ao 

Not as the flying come. 

In silence and in fear; — 



188 


They shook the depths of the desert’s gloom 
With their hymns of lofty cheer. 

Amidst the stf)rm they sang, 

And the stars heard and the sea f 
5 And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 
To the anthem of the free. 

The ocean eagle soared 

From Ills nest liy the white wave’s foam, 

And the rocking ])ines of the forest roared — 

10 This was their welcome home! 

There were num Aviih hoary hair 
Amidst tliat jiilgriin band; — 

Why had tla^y conuj to wither there, 

Away from their childhood's land? 

15 Them was woman's feailess eye, 

Lit by her dc^ep love's truth ; 

Ther(' was manhood’s brow serenely high. 

And the liery heart of youth. 

What sought they thus afar? 

Bright jewels of the mine? 

The wealth of seas, tlie sjxiils of war? — 

They souglit a faith’s pure shrine ! 


20 



189 




190 


BETTY AT THE MILL 

Sahah Okne Jewett 

Sarah Orxe Jewett is a New {England author whose admirable 
stories of fountry and village life have won high praise. 

Note.- Betty Lcieesier js a young girl who is spending the summer 
at Tid»'shead. Sh(; fiiidH many tilings to enjoy, though her pleasures, like 
5 this tri]» to the mill, are not (*xciting ones. Jn another book, called 
“ Betty Leie(‘Hter’fl Christmas,” Miss Jewett tells the story of Betty's visit 
to England. 

B(dty hiul sat in tlie fence corner until now there was 
a noise of wlieels in the distance. 

10 '■* Stdh ! Seth Pond ! she called ; where are you 

going ? ” 

“ Going to mill,” answoml Seth, looking about him, 
much pleased. Want to (Minie? he pleased to have ye,” 
and Betty was over th(i fence in a minute. 

15 Seth was much gratified by Betty’s compjiny. They 
could not drive very fast because the wagon was well 
loaded with hags of com. 

Betty thought it was very^ pleasant in the old mill. 
While Seth%n(l the miller were transacting their business, 
ao she went to one of the little windows on the side next the 
swift-rusliing stream and looked out awhile, and watched 
some swallows and the clear wat/er and the house on the 
other side where the miller lived. 
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Then she was shown how the com was ground, and 
tasted the hot meal as it came sifting down from the little 
boxes on the band, and the miller even had the big wheel 
stopped in its dripping, dark closet where it seemed to 
labor hard to keep the mill going. a 

“Something works lard for us in our lives to make 
them all come right,” she thought with wistful gratitude, 
and looked with new interest at the Ijiisy maze of wheels 
and hoppers and rude machinery that joggled on steadily 
from the touch of the hidden wheel and the plash of its lo 
live water. 

She wandered out into the sunshine and down therivei^ 
side a little way. There was a clean, sandy bottom in one 
place with shoals of frisky minnows, and a small, green 
island only a little way out. and Betty was much tempted is 
to take off her shoes and stwkingsand w.ule across. 

Her toes curled themselves in their shoes with ])lea.sed 
anticipation, but she thought wuth a sigh that .she was too 
tall to go wading now, — that is, near a public place like 
the mill. ^ 

Then she looked up at tlie mill and diseovered that 
there were only one or two high and dusty windows at 
that end, and down she sat on the short green turf to pull 
off tile shoes and stockings as fast as she could, lest secopd 
thoughts might again hinder this last wade. » 
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She gathered her petticoats and over to the island she 
splashed, causing awful apprehension of disaster among 
the minnows. 

The gr(‘en island was a delightful place; the upper end 
5 was near the roaring darn, and the water plashed and 
dashed as it ran away on either side. There were two or 
three young (dins and some alders on the island, and the 
alders were full of (dimiatis just (^oming into bloom. 

The lower (uid of tliis strip of island ground was much 
10 less noisy, and Hetty w(mt down to sit there aftei* slie had 
seen two or three turth^s sluh; into the wat(U’, and more 
minnows slij) away into deeper pools out of siglit. 

There was a pheasant, damp simdl of cool wat(T, and a 
ripple of light wiait daiuang u]) the liigli stone foundation 
15 of the old mill. Ihdty could still hear the great wet 
whe(d lumbering round. 

She thought s]u‘ had iiev(T found a raoi*e delightful 
place, so much business was going on all about her, and 
yet it was so (piiet there; and as she looked under a young 
20 alder what should she see but a wild duck on its nest. 
Even if the shy thing had fluttei^'d off at luu' approach, it 
had gone ba(*k again, and now watched her steiidily, as if 
to be ready to tly, yet not really frightened. 

It was a deiir kind of relationship to be in this wild 
25 little place with another living credit are, and Betty settled 



193 


herself on the soft turf, against the straight young elm 
trunk, determined not to give another glance in the duck’s 
direction. It would be great fun to come and see it go 
away with its ducklings when they were hatched, if one 
only knew the proper minute. s 

She wished that she could paint a picture of the mill and 
the river, or could write a song about it, even if she could 
not sing it ; so many girls had such gifts and did not care 
half so much for them as Betty would. 

Dear Betty ! she did not know what a rare gift she had lo 
in being able to enjoy so many things, and to understand 
the pictures and songs of e\ ery day. 

Then it was time to wade back to shore, and so she 
rose and left the duck to her peaceful seclusion, not 
knowing how often she would think of this pretty place in 
in years to come. The be.st thing .about such pleasures 
is that they seem more and more delightful as years 
go on. 

Seth was just coming to tell Betty that the meal was 
all ground and ready, when she af)peared di.screetly from ao 
behind the willows that grew at the mill end, and so they 
drove home without anything exciting to mark the way. 

AbrldfMl. 

liot BMd: why was it hot? — disaster; misfortune; literally, the evil 
induence of a star. Meu used to believe that human lives were controlled 
by the stars. 
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A TRUE SPORTSMAN 

Sam Walter Foss 
Sam Walter Foss is an American poet. 



1 gu a-guiming, but take uo guu; 

1 fisli without a pole ; 

Aud 1 bag gotxl game and catch such fish 
B As suit a sportsman’s soul ; 

For the choicest game that the forest holds, 
And the best fish of the brook. 

Are never brought dowoi by a rifie shot 
And never are caught with a hook. 

to I bob for fish by the forest brook, 

1 hunt for game in the trees, 

For bigger birds than wing the air 
Or fish than swim the seas. 
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A rodless Walton of the brooks, 

A bloodless sportsman, I — 

I hunt for the thoughts that throng the woods, 

The dreams that haunt the sky. 

The woods were made for the hunters of dreams, a 

The brooks for the fishers of song : 

To the hunters who liunt for the giinless game 
The streams and the woods belong. 

There are thoughts that moa:) from the soul of the pine, 
And thoughts in a flower bell curled ; to 

And the thoughts tliat are blown with tlie scent of the fern 
Are as new and as old as the world. 

So, away! for the hunt in the fern-scented wood 
Till the going down of the sun; 

There is plenty of game still left in the woods . in 
For the hunter who has no gun. 

So, away ! for the fish in tlie moss-bonlered brook 
That flows through the vtdvety sod; 

There are plenty of fish still left in the streams 

For the angler who has no rod. 20 


take no gnn: <iee Emerson’s “Forbearance/’ page 112. — bob: to fiah 
with a bob or float. — Walton : Izaak tValton was a famous fisherman who 
wrote a book called “ The Complete Angler.” 
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THE GOODMAN OF BALLENGIECH 

Waltkk Scott 

Sir Walter Scott was born in Edinburgh, Scotland, in 1771. When 
he was less than two years old he had an illness that left him lame. He 
was Uken to his grandfather’s home, in the hoi)e that the country life 
would do him good, and it was there that he first learned to love the old 
5 Scotch balhwls and traditions which he afterwards wove into his no /els 
and iKM^rriH. Scott lias ofbm been called “ The Great Erichanter,” so won- 
derful was his power of description. lie wrote many novels which are 
known as the Waverlcy novels, from the name of the first one of the series. 
Scott’s poems are almost perfect in their style and finish. He died in 1832 

10 Note. — The Goodman of Hallengie(di is taken from “Tales of a 
(irandfather,” which Scott WTote for hi.s grandson. These are true stories 
of the brave old days in S(;otland. 


James the Fiftli, Kin^ of Scotland, had a custom of 
going about the oountry disguised as a private person, in 
10 order that he might hear complaints which might not 
otherwise reach his ears, and perhaps that he might enjoy 
amusements of which he could not liave partaken in his 
avowed royal character. 

When James traveled in disguise he used a name 
» which was known only to some of his principal nobility 
and attendants. He was called the Goodman (the tenant, 
that is) of Ballengiech. Ballengiech is a steep pass which 
leads down behind the castle of Stirling. 

Upon one occasion King James, being alone and in 
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disguise, fell into a quarrel ■with some gypsies, or other 
vagrants, and was assaulted by four or five of them. 
This chanced to be very near the bridge of Cramond ; so 
the King got on the bridge, wliich, as it was high and 
narrow, enabled him to defend himself with his sword 6 
against the number of persons by whom he was attacked. 

There was a poor man thrashing com in a bam near 
by, who came out on hearing tin' noise of the scnffle, and 
seeing one man defending himself against numfjers, gal- 
lantly took the King’s i)art 'wdil: his flail, to such g<x>d lo 
purpose that the gypsies were obliged to fly. The hus- 
bandman then took the King into the I'am, brought him 
a towel and water to wash the blood from his face and 
hands, and finally walked with him a little way toward 
Edinburgh, in case he should be again attacked. m 

On the way the King asked his companion what and 
who he was. The laborer an.swercd that his name was 
John Howieson, and that he was a bondsman on the 
farm of Braehead, near Cramond, which belonged to the 
king of Scotland. James then a.sked the ptwr man if ao 
there was any wish in the world which he would particu- 
larly desire should be gratified, and honest John confessed 
he should think himself the happiest man in Scotland were 
he but proprietor of the farm on which he wrought as 
a laborer. as 
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He then asked the King, in turn, who he was ; and 
James replied, as usual, that he was the Goodman of 
Ballengiech, a poor man who had a small appointment 
about the palace ; but he added that if John Howieson 
5 would come to see him on the next Sunday, he would 
endeavor to repay his manful assistance, and at least give 
him the j)leasure of seeing the royal apartments. 

John [)ut on his l)est clothes, as you may suppose, and, 
appearing a-t a posituai giite of the ])alace, inquired for the 
10 Goodman of Hallengie(;h. The King had given orders 
that he should he admitted; and John found his friend, 
the Goodman, in the same disguise wliicli lie had formerly 
worn. The King, still preserving the character of an 
inferior oflicer of the household, conducted John Howieson 
15 from one a[)artimmt of tlui j)alac(i to another, and was 
amused witli his wonder and his remarks. 

At length James asked liis visitor if he shpuld like 
to see the King, to wliich John replied nothing would 
delight him so miudi, if he could do so without giving 
20 offense. Tlie Goodman of Ballengiech, of course, under- 
took that the King w'ould not l>e angry. said 

John, how am 1 to know His Grace from the nobles who 
will be all about him ?” ‘^Easily,’* nqJied his companion; 
‘‘all the others will he uncovered, — the King alone will 
as wear hm hat or bonnet.’* 



199 


So speaking, King James introduced the countryman into 
a great hall, which was filled by the nobility and officers 
of the crown. John was a little frightened and drew close 
to his attendant, but was still unable to distinguish tlie 
King. I told you that you should know him by his 5 
wearing his hat/’ said the conductor. Then,” said John, 
after he had again looked around tlie room, it must be 
either you or me, for all but us two are bai*eheaded.” 

The King laughed at JoIii/h fancy ; and tliai the good 
yeoman might have oc'casion for miilh else, he made him lo 
a present of the farm of Braelu*ad, vvliich lu' had wished 
so much to possess, on condition that John Howieson, or 
his successors, should b(^ ri'udy to present a ewer and 
basin for the King to wa.^^h his liands, when Ills Majesty 
sliould come to Ilolvrood or should ])ass the ir» 

Bridge of Cmmoiid. Accordingly, in the year 1822, when 
(Jeorge IV cam<‘ to Scotland, the descendant of John 
Howieson rJ Braeli(ai(l app(*ared at a solemn festival and 
offered Ilis Majesty water from a silver ewer, that he 
might ])erform the service by which he held liis lands, 20 

Abridged. 

Ballengiech (balVn-jTwk). — James the Fifth: the father of Mary Queen 
of Scots. He appears also in Scott’s “ Lady of the Lake.” — Stirling CAStle : 
a favorite residence of the king’s. - - Braehead : brae is a Sciotch word mean- 
ing “ hillside.” — pos'tern gate: small hack gate. — you or me: properly, 
you or I. — ew'cr : a pitcher. — Holyrood : the royal palace in Edinburgh. 
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CONCORD 

Ralph Waldo Emerson 

Note. — Concord Hymn was sung April 19, 1836, at the completion of 
the monument raised to mark the place of the Concord fight. 

By the nide bridge that arched the flood, 

Tlieir flag to April’s breeze unfurled, 

5 Here orrc(^ the embattled farmers stood, 

And fired the shot heard round the world. 

The fo(3 long since in silence slept; 

Alike the conqueror silent sleeps; 

And Time the ruined bridge has swept 
10 Down the dark stn^am which .seaward creeps. 

On this green bank, by this soft stream, 

We set to-day a votive stone, 

That memory may their deed redeem, 

When, like our sires, our sons are gone. 

15 Spirit, that made those heroes dare 

To die, and leave their children free, 

Bid Time and Nature gently spai-e 
The shaft we raise to them and thee. 

tile flood : the Concord River. — the shot heard round the world : the 
hatth*8 at I^cxingUm and Concord, April 19, 1775, were the beginning of 
the Revolution. — a voaive stone : a stone dedicated to the memory of some 
person or event ; a monument 
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A NIGHT ON THE MISSISSIPPI 

I was nearly sixteen years old when 1 made my first 
trip down the Mississippi River, Father had a good crop 
of early spring vegetables, and my elder brother James 
and I were eager to carry them to market. Father 
owned a large raft, which he and James had made with 5 
their own hands, and we were sure that we could take 
care of ourselves and the produce too. 

So at la.st father gave his consent. Tie built a ciibin 
near one end of the raft, where W(i could stay w'hen it 
rained or when the sun was too hot. The floor of the 10 
cabin was six or seven inches above the deck of the raft, 
and here \vc could kee[» our clotluw and blankets and 
the food for our journey. At one side of the cabin we 
made a layer of dirt about five or six inches deep, with a 
frame around it to liold it in place. Then with some :o 
bricks and clay we built a small firejdace. Here we could 
have a fire if the weather wore wet or chilly. 

James made some extra steering oars, for it was easy 
to break one if the raft went over a snag ; and we rigged 
up a forked stick, on which we hung our lantern. We ao 
bad to carry a light, of course, or the steamboats on the 
river would have nm us down. 
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The river was still high after the June rise, and the 
lowest banks were a little under water. 

“There won’t be much danger from the upstream 
boats,” said father, when he came down to see us off. 
s “They’ll make for the smooth water alongshore. But 
keep your eyes and your ears open for the boats that are 
going your way. (lood-by, boys, and good luck ! ” 

I stood up and w'aved to him as long as I could see 
him, hut a curve in the river soon hid him from sight. 
10 The current was running more than four miles an hour, 
and I was astouislu'd to see how the familiar shores 
slipjied away from us. In a big bend on the Illinois side 
there was an island where we had often gone for picnics 
and good times. The sand bar at its head was quite 
16 under water, and the tree trunks stood up out of the 
river, straight and black, :is if they, too, were floating 
downstream on a voyage of discovery. 

I am sure that (kdumbus sailing out into the trackless 
sea was not more convinced of the greatness of his task 
») than was 1 , as I took my turn at the steering oar to let 
James eat his dinner. The unwieldy raft yielded itself 
to my guidance, and for the mere fim of it I kept its 
course a winding one for the next half hour. 

The river was full of driftwood coming down, and all 
38 sorts of queer things might be seen. A straw bed with 
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an old tin coffee pot upon it came floating along beside 
us. Once a hungry rabbit ran across a broken tree trunk 
to the raft, and I gave him a handful of lettuce as I 
would have fed a pet lamb. As soon as he had eaten it 
6 all his shyness came back to him, and he raced off again 
to the farther end of his log, where he sat and watched 
us for a long time. 

As the shadows grew longer I began to feel drowsy. 
The soft air fanned me gently and the lap of the water 
10 against the timbers of the raft was very soothing. Before 
I knew it 1 was fast asleep. When I woke I had, at 
first, no idea where I was. The moon was shining and 
the river looked as if it were miles wide. We w'ere near 
the Illinois shore, in the quiet water under the bank, and 
18 across the gleaming sheet of silver I could see the high 
bluffs on the Mi.s.souri side. 

I heard a sound of voices and saw that James was 
talking to a man in hunting costume, who had come 
aboard to share our supjier and to tell us the news. The 
20 raft was made fast to a tow-head, — a sand bar covered 
with cottonwood trees, — and the stranger’s skiff lay 
alongside. On the black hillsides behind us I could see 
a few gleaming lights, but there was stillness everywhere, 
except for an occasional “ kerchug ” from some wakeful 
18 bullfrog. We seemed to have the whole river to ourselves. 
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The hupter was telling stories of his life in the wilder^ 
ness, then not very far away from us, and I listened 
with infinite wonder and delight. Occasionally we saw a 
steamboat going up or down the river. Now and then 
she would send up a shower of sparks, which rained down 5 
into the river again and made the moonlight look pale. 
Then a bend of the stream would shut out her lights, 
and after a long time her waves would reach us, nx king 
the raft up and down in the most delightful fashion. 

I was no longer sleepy, and the oliarm (»f a new expe- lo 
rience kept me awake for the greater j)ctrt of the night. 
The people on shore went to l)(‘d, the lights winked out, 
our new friiuid and tlaiiies were presenfly sound asleep; 
hut I lay and watched for the coming of the early dawn. 

First, looking away ov(*r the water, I could see a dull, in 
dark line : that was the w:K>ded sliore of the other side. 
The hirfls twittered softly in the trees close at hand. 
Then there came a faint, pale light in the sky ; then the 
river softened from bhick to gray, an<i far out I could see 
small, dusky spots drifting along. 20 

Sometimes there was a long, black line, and I knew 
it to be a raft like ours, only much larger and heavier. 
Once and again I heard voices and a sweep creaking. 
Then a streak on the water showed where a snag lay 
hidden beneath, ready to catch and snap some luckless ssn 
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oar. By and by the mist drew itself up from the river 
in fleecy twists and swirls, the east began to redden, a 
breeze sprang up, and lines of smoke rose from the hill- 
side behind us. At last the full day broke and every- 
5 thing smih^d in the sunshine. 

Far off a raft glided by. A man on it was chopping 
wood. I lay on a pile of blankets, my head pillowed 
on my ann, watc^hing the ax flash and come down. 
An instant later it would be lifted for another stroke — 
10 still no sound — and then, as the ax was poised above the 
man’s head, the ring of the first stroke would reach my 
listening ears. As 1 watched, my eyelids grew heavier 
and heavier. 

Como, come, lad ! ” sjiid James, shaking me good - 
w humoredly. ‘‘The bacon is ready to eat, and it’s time 
we were moving. We shall never get there if you are 
going to sleep all day.” 

I mi up witli a stait and rubbed my eyes. The 
hunter's skiff was gone, the sun was high in the heavens, 
»> and the fried ba(!on sent foidh a savory invitation to 
breakfast. My first night on the Mississippi was over. 

S«l«cied. 


•nag : a tw or branch lowing or fastened Wlow the surface of a 
river. ™ cottonwood : a tree of the poplar family. — sweep: an oar used 
to steer and propel a small boat or raft. 
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HONEST WORK 

Men said the old smith was foolishly careful, as he 
wrought on the great chain he was making in his dingy 
shop in the hcaii of the great city. But he heeded not 
their words, and only wrought with greater painstaking. 
Link after link lie fashioned and welded and finished, and o 
at Last the great chain was completed. 

Years passed. One night there was a terrible storm, 
and the ship was in sore peril of being dashed upon the 
iwks. Anchor after anchor was dro])ped, but none of 
them held. At last the mighty sheet anchor was cast lo 
into the sea, and the old chain (piickly uncoiled and ran 
out till it grew taut. All watched to see if it would t)ear 
the awful strain It sang in the wild stonn as the ves- 
sel’s weight surged upon it. It was a moment of intense 
anxiety. The ship with its cjirgo of a thousand lives w 
depended upon thi^ one chain. What now if the old 
smith had wrought carelessly even one link of his chain ! 
But he had put honesty and truth and invincible strength 
into every part of it, and it stood the test, holding the ship 
in safety imtil the storm was over. ao 
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THORWALDSEN 

T. B. Aldbich 

Note. — Thorwaldsen (tor'vftl-zen) was a great Danish sculptor. The 
Lion is carved in the face of a cliff at Lucerne, Switzerland, in memory of 
the brave Swiss guards who gave up their lives in defending the French 
king, Louis XVI, August 10, 1792. 



8 We ofum fail by searching far and wide 

For what lies close at hand. To serve our turn 
We ask fair wind and favorable tide. 

From the dead Danish sculptor let us learn 
To make Occasion, not to be denied : 

10 Against the sheer, precipitous mountain side 
Thonvaldsen carved his Lion at Lucerne. 
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SUPPER AT THE MOL 

Jean Ingklow 
Mother. Well, Frances. 

Frances. W ell, good mother, how are you ? 

M. I’m hearty, lass, but warm; the weather’s warm; 

I think ’t is mostly warm on market days. 

I met with George behind the mill ; said he, 

“ Mother, gc in and rest awhile.” 

F. Aye, do, j 6 

And stay to supper ; put your basket down. 

M. Why, now, it is not heavy. 

F. Willie, man, 

Get up and kiss your grandma. Heavy, no! 

Some call gocal chuniing luck ; but, luck or skill, 

Your butter mostly comes as firm and sweet lo 

As if ’t was Christmas. So you sold it all ? 

M. All but this pat that I put by for George; 

He always liked my butter. 

F. That he did. 

M. And has j’our speckled hen brought off her brood ? 

F. Not yet, but that old duck I told you of, is 

She hatched eleven out of twelve to-day. 

Chad. .And, grandma, th^ 're so yellow. 
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M. Aye, my lad, 

Yellow as gold — yellow as Willie’s hair. 

C. They’re all mine, grandma — father says they’re 
mine. 

M. To think (jf that ! 

F. Yes, grandma, only think ! 

5 Why, father means to sell them when they ’re fat, 

And put the money in the savings bank. 

And all against our Willie goes to school : 

But Willie would not touch them — no, not he; 

He knows that fatluT would be angry else, 
w C. But I want one b) play witli — Ob, 1 want 
A little yellow duck to take to b<‘(l ! 

M. What! would you i-ob the ix»or old mother, then? 

F. Now, grandma, if you'll hold the babe awhile; 

’T is time I took up Willie to his crib. \_Exit Fkancbs.] 

\_Kntrr (iEt>K<;K.] 

in (htonje. Well, mother, ’tis a fortnight now, or more. 
Since I set eyes on you. 

Aye, George, my dear, 

1 reckon you ’ve been busy : so have we, 

G. And how does father ? 

He gets through his work. 
But he grow's stiff, a little stiff, my dear ; 
ao He 's not so young, you know, by twenty years. 
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As I am — not so young by twenty years, 

And I ’m past sixty. 

G. Yet he ’s hale and stout, 

And seems to take a pleasure in his pipe ; 

And seems to take a pleusui-o in his cows, 

And a pride, too. 

M- And well he may, my dear. fl 

G. Give me the little one, he tij*es your arm ; 

He's such a kicking, (‘rowing, wakeful rogue, 

He almost wears our lives out with his noise 
Just at day-da\vning, when wh* wish to sleep. 

What! you young villain, would you elen(‘h your fist lo 
In father’s curls? a dusty father, sure, 

And yon ’re as clean as wax. 

Aye, you may laugh ; 

But if you live a seven year's inor<^ or so, 

These luinds of join's will all he brown and scratched 
With climbing after nest-eggs. They’ll go down in 

As many rat-holes as are round the mere ; 

And you’ll love mud, all manner (d mud and dirt, 

As your father did afore you, and you ’ll w ade 
After young water-birds ; and you ’ll get bogged 
Setting of eel-tnips, and you ’ll spoil your clothes, 

And come home torn and dripping : then, yon know, 

You ’ll feel the stick — you ’ll feel the stick, my lad I 


20 
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[Enter Frances.] 

F. You should not talk so to the blessed babe — 
How can you, George ? Why, he may be in heaven 
Before the time you tell of. 

M Look at him : 

So earnest, such an eager pair of eyes ! 

He thrives, iny dear. 

f5 F, Yes, that he does, thank God ! 

My children are all strong. 

M, ’T is much to say ; 

Sick children fret their motliers’ hearts to shreds, 

And do no cn‘dit to their keep nor care. 

Where is your little lass ? 

F. Your daughter came 

o Ami begged her of us for a week cU' s(j. . . . 

(t. But Hannah must not keep our Fanny long — 
She spoils her. h 

AI, Ah ! folks spoil their children now; 

When I was a young woman ’t was not so ; 

We made our (children fear us, made them work, 

Kept them in order. 

ift 6r. Were not proud of them — 

Eh, mother? 

3/. I set store by mine, ’tis true. 

But then 1 had good cause. 
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G. My lad, d ’ye hear ? 

Your grandma was not proud, by no means proud 1 
She never spoilt your father — no, not she, 

Nor ever made him sing at ban' es 1-home, 

Nor at the forge, nor at the baker’s shop, s 

Nor to the doctor while she lay abed 

Sick, and he crept upstairs to share her bioth. 

M. Well, well, you were my youngest, and, what’s 
more, 

Your father loved to hear yon sing — he did, 

Although, good man, he could not tell one tune lo 

From the other. 

F. No, tloorge got his voito from you : 

Do use it. (leorge. and send the child to sleej). 

(r. What must I sing’’ 

F. The ballad of the man 
That is so shy he cannot sjH^ak his mind. 

G. Aye, of the purple grajKis and crimson leaves ; » 

But, mother, put your shawl and bonnc't off. 

And, Frances, lass, I brought some cre8.ses in : 

Just wash them, toast the bacon, break some eggs, 

And let ’s to supper shortly. 

O. Why, you young ra.scal! who would think it, npw? 20 , 
No sooner do I stop than you look up. 
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What would you have your poor old father do ? 

’T was a brave song, long-winded, and not loud. 

M, He heard the bacon sputter on the fork, 

And heard his mother’s step across the floor. 

5 F. My dear, just lay his head upon your arm. 

And if you ’ll pace and sing two minutes more, 

He needs must sleep — his eyes are full of sleep. 

6r. Do you sing, mother. 

F. Aye, good 'mother, do ; 

’T is long since we have heard you. 

M, Like enough; 

10 I ’in an old woman, and the girls and lads 
1 used io sing to sleep o'ertop me now. 

What should 1 sing for? 

O, Why, to ph^asure us. 

Sing in the (Limney comer, where 3 ou sit, 

And I ’ll pace gently with the little one. 

[Motiikk singH,’] 

F. Aslee}) at last, and time he was, indeed, 

Turn back the cradh^ quilt and lay him iu ; 

And, mother, will you please to draw your chair? — 

The su[)per 's ready. 

Jwm Ingelow (j^^n in'jtMO). ~ mere: lake or pond. — bogged: caught in 

a bog or «waiup- to set store by : to value. — Do you sing, mother : is this 

a question ? — overtop ms : are taller tiian 1 am. — to plsasurs : to please. 
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A STRANGE VTSITA.NT 

Agnes GiBfiRNR 


Agnes Giberne is ar KnglisK writer on 8ri»*n<iflo subjects. 



“ River, river, I wonder where vou a)ine from,” 
murmured Eric. 

He wa.s lying alone, one sunny spring day, on a moB.sy 
bank be.side the stream — a wide, clear stream, reflecting 5 
the blue of heaven, atid flowing })ast with steady, cease- 
less motion. He had his book ojten in his hand, but there 
seemed no possibility of reading in such a scene. 

The river, beside which he spent many hours, was to 
him not merely a stream of water, but a living, moving lo 
companion, with powers of feeling and sympathy. 
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I wonder how long you have gone pouring and pouring 
on in this fashion/' said the boy. I wonder what made 
you first begin to pour. I wonder what changes you have 
seen on your banks. 

0 Wouldn’t it be jolly if a ^spirit of the flood’ would 
come and talk to me ! If I had been the chief on Tiber’s 
banks, when the ^ father of the Roman flood ’ appeared to 
him, would n’t I have asked him a lot of questions about 
the river’s liistory ! ” 

10 I'lie birds twittered, carrying on little musical talks 
together about the affairs of bird land; the river kept 
up its perpetual ripple-ripple ; and the bees hummed 
to and fro with their endless monotones about nothing. 
Altogether tlie chorus of soft sounds was very soothing, 
in Eri(j had not the least intention of going to sleep. But 
presently the book which he held slipped from his fingers, 
and lay on the grass unnoticed. Then the murmur of the 
river seemed to grow loud(‘r, louder, till it was full in tone, 
like a church organ. And there came a sound of words 
20 into the munnur, as if the river were trying to speak. 

Soon Eric saw something rising out of the river — some- 
thing dim and shadowy, hardly more substantial than 
a mountain mist. At first it was like wreaths of river 
fog twined loosely together. But the wreaths shrank 
closer, and the hazy outlines grew into a definite form. 
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On the border of the stream stood an old man, dressed 
in a flowing robe of deep sky-blue. He had a high 
wrinkled forehead — wrinkled exactly like the surface of 
a river on a breezy day — and be M ore a venerable heal'd, 
white as foam, reaching t(j liis waist. 5 

Now and then a shower of spray wa^^ fh‘^^g him 
by the river waves, and where a drop tonche(^ Ins robe, 
there it hung glittering. 

Are y^ou tlie ^ fatlier of tlie floo<l ' ? ’’ asked Eric. 

No iinniediate answer came to (jm^stion. After a 10 
wiiile the old man began to speak in slow, Sf)lernn tones, 
with a soft musical rijiple running through them. 

“Long, long ago, my story began. . 1 low long I 
cannot say. A rivi'r has no sundials, no almanacs, no 
timepiece.s. Our na-ords an* [)rinted in the rocks and in 
siinds of eaith; and our busy streams are ever at work, 
washing out and rewriting those records. 

“ The mighty sun rises and s(‘ts ; and seasons come and 
go; and centuries roll hy. But to a river spirit oenttiries 
are days, and the life of a man is <as an insect’s breath. 20 
^^Long ages ago there were no rivers in this land. 
The whole country lay below ocean waters. 

*^Then changes came, and the land rose above the sur- 
face of the sea. That which had been the ocean flpor 
became dry ground. The higher mountain peaks showed 26 
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first ; then the hilltops and the raised table-lands ; lastly 
the lower levels. 

^‘As these mighty changes came about, — land being 
seen where formerly ocean tides had ebbed and flowed, — 
5 then it was that rivers came into existence. For there 
cannot be dry land without streams of water flowing 
downward to the ocean. 

The life of a river begins with a little mountain 
spring or a tiny streamlet. It is fed by clouds above, 
10 by springs below, by brooks and rivulets on either side. 
At every step it gathers force and width and depth. 

‘‘The final goal of every river is the vast ocean, even 
as the final goal of every human being is the great and 
limitless Etm*nity.'' 

15 “Please, please go on,'’ entreated Elric, as the old man 
paused. 

“ Time was when no human beings frolicked near my 
banks,” mused the old man. “There were none in all 
the wide wairld. 

20 “ The river bed then lay at a higher level. The waters 

have carved a way for themselves, — here through soft 
earth, there threugh hard stone. 

“ You gaze at yonder rocky gorge, and wonder at its 
beauty. How often do you pause to think of those past 
m ages, when no such gorge existed ? 
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Drop by drop the waters have done their work, cut- 
ting a narrow channel as with a knife. And still the 
work goes on. Each year the gorge is deepened. 

Long, long ago there grew dense forests round about 
the stream, shutting oft’ all sunlight fnjrn its watera. 6 
Wild beasts, such as no human btnugs have seen, roamed 
under the solemn shade ; and mighty crocodiles cmpt to 
and fro beneath the river banks. No man or woman or 
child came then, with restless steps and impatient voice, 
to disturb our grand solitude.'’ lo 

The old man sighed lieavily, and some of the diamond 
drops rolled sadly downward, losing their sparkler 

‘‘‘We liad our ice age, too — when all Nvatery streams 
weni bound fast as with iwn chains; and vast rivers of 
ice lay ^)vei the land. A strange time that — but grand, w 
nevertheless. 

No givat(T cliange ever came than in the appearance 
of man on the river brink. 

When I first saw a slim and puny cmiture beside the 
stream, half-idothed in skins, he seemed but another of 
the wild forest prowlers, 1 little thought that he was the 
chief of a wandering tribe of men, who should subdue the 
country round. 

Yet so it was ; and soon there grew villages of l\uts * 
upon my banks, and boats floated on my waters. The 25 
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beasts of the forest fled ; and the repose of undisturbed 
ages was at an end.” 

‘^Tell me more about the river! ” entreated Eric, as the 
deep voice sank. I would rather hear about the river 
r> than about men. Where does all the water come from ? ” 

The old man waved his hand with a gesture of 
impatience. 

Tills is a watery world/’ he said. Water above and 
water below, — in tlie air and underground, — in the seas 
10 and rivers, — in lakes and streams, — in clouds and mists ; 
water as vapor, — water as rain, — water as ice and snow 1 
Yes, a watery, watery world ! ” 

He was growing liazy and indefinite once more. The 
azure hue of liis rolxj fadiMl into a pale gray ; the long, 
15 white beard vanished, and a little heap of foam floated 
down the stream. 

A cloud of mist, hovering on the brink where the old 
man had stcxxl, gently distilled into a small shower of 
raindrops, weeping itself away. 

%) One of these drops, ctoied hy the breeze, fell upon 
Eric’s brow like a soft kiss from the river spirit. Adapted. 

tbe chief on Tiber’s banks : the *» .llne'id/* Uook VI H, line 81. The 
weary restiii); on ll»e bank of the river, saw the river god rising 

from its waters, — sundial : an ancient contrivance to bdl the time of day, 
A straight rod, fastened to a plate, cast a shadow by which the hour might 
be known. 
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BABY-BIRD 

Algernon Charles Sv/inburkk 

Algernon Charles Sh imhikne (K>J7- ) u an Englmh poet His 

verse is noted for its ma:>ical sweetness. 



Baby-bird, baby-binl. 

Ne’er a on earth 
May be heard, may be* heard, 
Rich as yours ili mirth. 

All your flickering fingers, 

AH your twinkling toes, 
PLiy like light that lingers 
Till the clear song close. 


)0 
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Baby-bird, baby-bird. 

Your grave, majestic eyes 
Like a bird’s warbled words 
Speak, and sorrow dies. 

5 Sorrow dies for love’s sake. 

Love grows one with mirth. 

Even for one white dove’s sake, 
Bora a babe on earth. 

Baby-bird, baby-bird, 

10 Chirping loud and long. 

Other birds hush their words. 
Hearkening toward your song. 

Sweet as spring though it ring. 

Full of love’s own lures, 

IS Weak and wnjng sounds their song, 

Singing after yours. 

Baby-bird, baby-bird, 

The happy heart that hears 
Seems to win back within 
ao Heaven, and east out fears. 
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BROUGHT TO TRIALS 

J. G. Hollani* 

JoHiAH Gilbert Holland, whose pen name was Timothy Titromb, 
was ail American wrik'r of some note, lie wrote poems and novels, and 
several volumes of aulvice to young jK^ople. He was horn in IHiO, and died 
in 1881. Arthur Boiinicastle of this story is the hero of tlie novel liearing 
the same name. 6 


It must have been three weeks or a month after I 
entered the school that, on a rain^ holiday, as I was walk- 
ing through one of the lialls alone, 1 was met l)y two lK>ys 
who ordered me to ‘‘ halt.’* liotli had skives in their 
hands, taller iliau themselves, «aiui one of tliem addiTssed lo 
me with these words : 

‘‘Arthur B«'nnicastle, you an* arrested in the name of 
the High Society of Iiujuiry, and ordennl lo apjxuir before 
that august tribunal, to answer for your faults, sins, and 
misdemeanors. Right about fac(i ! ’’ is 

The movement had so much of thf» air of mystery that 
I was about equally pleased and scared, I was led directly 
to my own room, which I wiis surprised to find quite full 
of boys, all of whom were grave and silent. 1 looked 
from one to another, puzzled beyond expression. 20 

We have secured the offender,” said one of ipy 


Vroa * ArU&ttr BonnksMtle.** Copyright, 1«73. ChitrlM ScribnoCi Soni. 
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captors, “ and now have the satisfaction of presenting hitn 
before this society.” 

“ The prisoner will stand in the middle of the room and 
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“ Arthur Bonnicastle,” said the officer before mentioaed, 

“ you are brought before the High Society of Inquiry on 
a charge of telling so many lies that no dependence whatr 
ever can be placed upon your voids. What have you to 
reply to this chaise ? Are you guilty or not guihy ?” a 

“I am not guilty. Who siiys I am?*’ I exclaimed 
indignantly. 

“ Henry Ilulin, advance ! ” said the officer. 

Henry rose, and walking by me took a position near 
the officer at the head of tlie loom. lo 

“Henry Halm, you will look upon tlie pri.souer and tell 
the society whether you know him.” 

“I know him well,” n^plied Heniy. 

“ W^hat is Ills general character ” 

“ He is bright and very amiable.” 18 

“ Do you consider him a boy of truth ? ” 

“ I do not.” 

“Has he deceived you?” inquired the officer. “If he 
has, please to state the occasion and the circumstance.” 

“ No, Your Honor ; he has never deceived me. I always 20 
know whether he is speaking the truth or not.” 

“ Have you ever told him of his crimes, and warned him 
to desist from them ? ” 

“ I have,” replied Henry ; “ many times.” ^ 

“ Has he shown any disposition to mend ? ” as 
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None at all. your honor.*' 

What is the character of his falsehood ? " 

^^He tells/' replied Henry, stories about himself. 
Great things are always happening to him, and he is 
5 always |Xjrforming the most wonderful deeds." 

I now began with great shame and confusion to realize 
that I was exposed to ridicule. The tears came into my 
eyes and dropped from my cheeks, but I would not yield 
to the impulse either to cry or to attempt to fly. 

10 ‘^Will you give us some specimens of his stories?" said 
the oflicer. 

will," responded Henry; ‘‘but I can do it best by 
asking him questions." 

“Very well," said the officer, with a polite bow. 
15 “ Pursue the course you think best." 

“Arthur," said Henry, addressing me directly, “did 
you ever tell me that, when you and your father were on 
the way to this school your horse went so fast that he 
ran down a black fox in the middle of the road and cut 
20 off his tail with the wheel of the chaise, and that you sent 
the tail home to one of your sisters to wear in her hat ? " 

“ Yes, I did," I responded, my face flaming and painful 
with shame. 

“ And did your horse really run down the fox in the 
20 middle of the road and cut off his tail, and did you send 
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home the tail to your sister to be worn in her bat?” 
inquired the judge, witli a low, gruff voice. “ The prisoner 
will answer so that all can hear."’ 

“ No,” I n-;plied ; and looking for some justification of 
my story. 1 ailded, " but I did s».‘e a bhick fox, a real black « 
fox, as plain as day ! ” 

“ Oh ! oh ! oh ! ” ran around the n/om in chorus. “ lie 
did see a fox, a resl black iox, as plain as dax' ! ” 

“ The witness will pursue liLs inquiries,” said the officer. 

“ Arthur,” Henry continued, *' did you or did you not w 
tell mo that when on tlie way to this st 1k)o1 }ou overt<x)k 
Mr. and Mi-s. Bird in their wagon, that yon were invited 
into the wagon ))y Mrs. Bird, and that one of Mr. Bird’s 
horses (•ha.s(id a calf on the road, e^iiight it by the ear, and 
to.ssed it ov(!r the fenc*‘. anil bix>ke its leg?” i« 

‘‘ I supi)ose I did,” I said, gn)wing desperate. 

“And did the horse really cha.se tljc calf, and cateh him 
by the ear, and toss him over the fence, and break his 
leg ? ” inquired the officer. 

“ He did n’t catch him by the ear,” I replied, “ but he ao 
really did (’base a calf.” 

“ Oh ! oh ! oh ! ” chimed in the chorus, “ Tie did n't 
catch him by the ear, but he did really chase a calf ! ” 

“Witness,” said the officer, “you will pursue your 
inquiries.” * 



228 


Arthur, did you or did you not tell me/’ Henry went 
on, that you have an old friend who is soon to go to 
sea, and that he has promised to bring you a male and a 
female monkey, a male and a female bird of paradise, a 
B barrel of pineapples, and a Shetland pony ? 

“ It does n’t seem as if I told you exactly that,” I replied. 

“Did you or did you not tell him so ?” said the officer 
severely. 

“ Perhaps I did,” I responded. 

10 “ And did your friend who is to go to sea really promise 

to bring you monkeys, birds of paradise, pineapples, and 
a Shetland pony ? ” 

“ No,” 1 rejdied ; “ but I really have an old friend who 
is going to sea, and he ’ll bring me anything I ask him to.” 
15 “ Oh ! oh ! oh ! ” swept round the room again. “ lie 

really has an old friend who is going to sea, and he’ll 
bring him anything he asks him to ! ” 

“ Hulra, proceed wuth your inquiries,” said the officer. 

Looking around upon the boys, and realizing what had 
s» been done and what was in progress, I went into a fit of 
hearty crying that distressed them quite as much as my 
foolish habit had done. 

At this moment a strange silence seized the assembly. 
All eyes were directed toward the dppr, upon which ray 
m back was turned. I wheeled around td $nd the cause of 
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the interruption. There, in the doonvay, towering above 
us all, stood Mr. Bird. 

“ What does thi.s mean ? ” inquired the master. 

I flew to his side and took his hand The officer who 
had prtisided ejtjdained that they ha<l been trying to break 4 
Arthur Bonnicastlo of lying, and that they about 
to order him to report to ^he ina.s 1 er for comH’tion. 

Then Mr. Bird took a chair and patiently heard the 
whole stoiy. 

“ 1 am glad if be has learned,” said the master, “ even 10 
by the severe means which have been u.sed, that if he 
wishes to 1)0 loved and adminsl he must alway.s tell the 
exact truth, neither more nor less. If you had come to 
me, I could liave found a better mode of dealing with 
him. But I venture to say tiiat he is cured. Aren’t you, 15 
Arthur ? ” And he sUxjped and lifted me to his face and 
looked into my e}es. 

•‘I don’t tiunk I shall do it any more,” I said. 

Bidding the boys dispeme, he carriwl me downstairs into 
his room and charged mo with kindly counsel. I went out 20 
from the interview humbled, and without a revengeiul 
thought in my heart toward the boys who had brought 
me to trial. I saw that they were iny friends, and I was 
determined to prove myself worthy of their friendship. 
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HEROISM 

C. C. Everett 

Dr. Charles Carroll Everett (1834-1902) was a New England 
minister, famous for the cleanness of his thought. He was for many 
years at the head of the Harvard Divinity School. 

Note. — This selection is taken from a little book entitled Etliics 
5 for Young People.” 

Persons who are brave in a good cause are called 
heroes. I suppose there has never been a country or a 
time which had not its heroes. 

It would be a great mistake to think that the names 
10 of all the heroes are written in history. There have been 
many heroic lives which have been humble and unknown, 
but which deserve the admiration of the world just as 
much as tliose that have been more famous. They per- 
haps sometimes deserve our hdnor more, because those 
15 who lived them knew tliat they should never receive 
honor from men. After a battle men celebrate the deeds 
of the leaders in the light; but there has been just as 
much bmvery among the privates whose names ai'e never 
heard out of their own little ciitde, and tlie fortune of 
the day dependal as much upon their courage as upon 
the ability of the general in command. 
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There is one danger in reading stories of heroic lives. 
They may make us feel as if v’e ^ ere heroes, when per- 
haps there is little that is heroic in our lives. We think 
what we would do if some great occasion offered, and it 
does not o<'cur to us that we are eow'ards in the little CKicar a 
sioiis that meet us any day. A boy, for instance, w^alks 
along the slreeU tliinking of the knights, the stories of 
whose exploits lie has been reading. He wishes ihnt he 
could have lived in these old times, and thinks what a 
brave knight he w ould have bee n, l.ow^ he would have pro- lo 
tectx‘d o]>preysed ladies, and would have fought the cniel 
aud false knights in the fa(‘e of any odds. As he thinks 
about all this, he sees a hoy tij) over tlie table of a poor 
ap[)l(^ wx)nian by the sidewalk, and then run away and jeer 
at her from a little distance. Now^ tlie hoy that was 15 
dreaming pities the poor woman, and would like to stop 
and help her j)ick up her apples; hut does not, for he 
is afraid that he shall be lauglied at. He fe(^ls very angry 
with the boy that played the cruel trii^k, and wTUild like 
to punish him : hut lie is afraid tliat the other might 20 
prove to be the stronger. So he passes on, and gives no 
sign of the pity or the anger that he feels. I hope, how- 
ever, that he does not imagine liimself any longer to be a 
brave knight of tlie olden time, for he has shown that lie 
is nothing but a sneak and a cow^ard. 25 
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THE CASTING AWAY OF ROBINSON CRUSOE 

Daniel Defoe 

Daniel Defoe (1061-1731) was an English author. His great book, 
<< The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe," is one of the best known in the 
English language. 

Note. — In 1704 a Scotch sailor named Alexander Selkirk quarreled 
5 with his captain and was left on the uninhabited island of Juan Fernandez 
with only his gun, ax, and a few other necessaries. lie lived on this 
island four years before he was taken off by Captain Rogers. Selkirk’s 
adventures probably suggested to Defoe the famous story of “Robinson 
ClruHoe." 4'he following extracts show Defoe’s power in giving an air of 
10 truth to his fiction. 


I. THE SHIPWRECK 

Our case was now very dismal indeed ; for we all saw 
plainly that the sea went so high that the boat could not 
live, and that we should be inevitably drowned. As to 
making sail, we had none ; nor, if we liad, could we have 
15 done anything with it ; so we worked at the oar toward the 
land, though with heavy hearts, like men going to execution. 

What the shore was — whether rock or sand, whether 
steep or shoal — we knew not ; the only hope was, if we 
might happen into some hay or gulf, or the mouth of some 
ao river, where by great chance we might have run our boat 
in. But nothing of this appeared; and as we made nearer 
the shore the land looked more frightful than the sea. 
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After we had rowed, or rather driven, about a league 
and a half, aj| we reckoned it, a raging wave, mountain- 
like, came rolling astern of us. In a word, it took us 
with such fury that it overset the boat at once. 

Nothing can describe the confusion of thought which « 
I felt when I sunk into tlic water; foi though I swam 
very well, yet 1 could not deliver myself from the waves 
so as to draw my bi-eath. 

The wave tliat came ui)on me again, buried me at once 
twenty or thirty foot deep in its own body ; and I could lo 
feel myself carried with mighty force and swiftness 
toward the shore, a very great way. 1 struck forward 
against the return of the weaves, and felt ground again 
with my feet. I stood still a few momtmts, to recover 
breath, and then took to my heels and ran with what i» 
strength 1 had to the shore. 

II. THE WRECK 

When I W’aked it was broad day, the weather clear, 
and the storm abated, so that the sea did not rage and 
swell as before, but that which surprised me most was 
that the ship was lifted off in the night from the sand « 
where she lay, and was driven up within about a mile 
from the shore where I was. 
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I now began to consider that I might yet get a great 
many things out of the ship which would ""he useful to 
me ; so I pulled off my clothes and took the water ; but 
when I came to the ship, my difficulty was still greater to 
R know how to get on board. I swam round her twice, and 
the second time I spied a small piece of rope, which I 
wondered I did not see at first, hanging down so low that 
with great difficulty I got hold of it, and by the help of 
that rope got into the ship, 

10 You may be sure my first work was to search, and 
to see what was spoiled and what was free ; and, first, I 
found that all the ship’s provisions were dry and untouched 
by the water. Now I w'anted nothing but a boat, to furnish 
myself writh many things which 1 foresaw would be very 
15 necessary to me. 

It was in vain to sit still and wish for what was not to 
be had. We had several spare yards, and two or three 
large spa.i*s of wood. 1 resolved to faU to work with these, 
and flung as many overboard as I could manage for their 
90 weight, tying every one with a rope that they might not 
drive away. 

When this was done, I tied four of them fast together 
at both ends, as wxdl as I could, in the form of a raft, and 
laying tw^o or three short pieces of plank upon them cross- 
j» ways, I found I could walk upon it very well, but that it 
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was not able to bear any great weight. So I went to 

* ' 

work, and with the carpenter s I cut a spai*e topmast 
into three lengths, and added them to my raft, with a 
gmat deal of labor and pains. 

My raft was now sti-ong enough to bear any reasonable 5 
weight. My next care was wdiat to kwid it with, and how 
to preserve wliut I laid upon it from the surf of the sea, 

I first laid all the j lanks or boards wpvn it that I could 
get, and having considered well what I most wanted, I 
got three of the seamen’s chests, and lowered them down lo 
upon it. Those I filled witli piovisams. The car})enter’8 
chest was indeed a v(‘ry useful prize to me, and much 
more valuable than a sliipload of gold would have been 
at that time. I got it dow n to my raft, w^liole as it was, 
without losing time to look into it. ir> 

My next care was for some ainminiition and anna. 
There were two very go(xl fowling pieces in the great 
cabin, and two pistols; these I secured first, witli some 
pow^derhorns and a small ))ag of shot, and two old nisty 
sw^ords. I knew^ there were tliree barrels of powder in 20 
the ship, but I knew not where our gunner had stowed 
them ; but with much search I found them, two of them 
dry and good. These two I got to rny raft with the arms. 
And now, having found two or three broken oars belonging 
to the boat, with this cargo I put to sea. at 
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III. CRUSOE’S HABITATION 

I soon found the place I was in was not for my set- 
tlement because there was no fresh water near it, so I 
resolved to find a more convenient spot of ground. 

I consulted several things in my situation; first, air 
6 and fresh water; secondly, shelter from the heat of the 
sun; thirdly, security from ravenous creatures; fourthly, 
a view to the sea, that if God sent any ship in sight, I 
might not lose any advantage for my deliverance. 

In search for a place proper for this, I found a little 
10 plain on the side of a rising hill, whose front toward this 
little plain was as steep as a house side, so that nothing 
could come down upon me from the top. On the side of 
the rock there was a hollow place, worn a little way in, 
like the entrance or door of a tave ; but there was not 
15 really any cave at all. 

On the flat of the green, just liefore this hollow place, I 
resolved to pitch my tent. This plain was not above a 
hundred yanls broad, and about twice as long, and lay 
like a green liefore my door. 

20 Before I set up my tent I drew a half circle before the 
hollow place, which took in about ten yards in its semi- 
diameter from the rock, and twenty yards in its diameter 
from its beginning and ending. 
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In this half circle I pitched two rows of strong stakes, 
driving them into the ground till they stood very firm like 
piles, the biggest end being out of the ground about five 
feet and a half, and sharpened on the top. The two rows 
5 did not stfiTid above six inches from one another. 

Then I took the pieces of cable which I had cut in the 
ship, and laid them in rows, one upon another, within the 
circle, between these two rows of stakes, up to the top, 
placing other stakes in tlie inside leaning against them, 
10 about two feet and a half high ; and this fence w^as so strong 
that neither man nor beast could get into it or over it. 

The entrance into this place I made io be not by a door, 
but by a short ladder to go over the top ; which ladder, 
wlien 1 was in, 1 lifted over after me ; and so I was com- 
15 plettdy f(*nced in and fortified, as I thought, from all the 
world. 


IV. THE FOOTPRINT IN THE SAND 

It happened one day, about noon, going toward my 
boat, I was exceedingly surprised wdth the print of a 
man’s naked foot on the shore, which was very plain to 
» be seen in the sand. 1 stood like one thunderstruck or as 
if I had seen an apparition. I listened, I looked round 
me, but I could hear nothing, nor see anything. I went 
up to a rising ground to look farther, I went up the shore 
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and down the shore, but it was all one ; T could see no 
other impression but that one. 1 went to it again to see 
if there were anj more, and to observe if it might not be 
my fancy ; but there was no room for that, for there was 
exactly the print of a foot. How it came tlathei 1 ktiew « 
not, nor could I in the least imagine. But after innumer- 
able fluttering thoughts, like a man perfectly c.onfuseil and 
out of my.self I came lioum to my forl.ilication, not feeling, 
as we say, the ground I went on, but terrified to the last 
degree ; looking behind me at every two or three steps, lo 
mistaking every bush and tree, and fancying every stump 
at a distance to be a man. 

When I came to my castle (for so 1 think 1 called it 
ever after thi.s), I fled into it like one jmrsued. Whether 
I went over by the ladder, as first contrived, or went in is 
at the hole in the rock, which I liad called a door, I (!au- 
not remember ; for never frightened hare I1 (h 1 to cover, or 
fox to eartlu wdth more terror of mind than I to this 
retreat. 

league: the marine league of England and the United SUiUis is equal 
to three geographical miles, or ahoiit three and a half statute miles, — 
fowling pieces: light guns, adapU*d for the u,He of small shot. — whimsiea: 
fancies, — cover : the woods or underbrush in which hunted animals seek 
shelter. 



THE TIDE RISES, THE TIDE FALLS 


Henry W. Longfellow 

The tide rises, the tide falls. 

The twilight darkens, the curlew calls; 

Along the sea sands damp and brown 
The traveler hastens toward the town. 

And the tide rises, the tide falls. 

Darkness settles on roofs and walls, 

But the sea, the sea in tlie darkness calls; 
The little waves, with their soft, white hands. 
Efface the footprints in the sands, 

And the tide rises, the tide falls. 

The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls 
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls ; 

The day returns, but nevermore 
Returns the traveler to the shore, 

And the tide rises, the tide falls. 
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DUTY 

Robekt E. Lee 

General Koi^ert E. Lee (1807-18T0) wa» an eminent educator and a 
general of the Confederate army. 

Note. — This eelection is taken from a letter 'v\ritten hy (General 
to his son, G. W. Custis Lee. 

You must study to be frank with the 'vorld ; frankness s 
is the child of honesty and courage. Say just what you 
mean to do on every occasion, and take it for granted 
you mean to do right. If a friend asks a fa\'or, yon 
should grant it if it is reasonable; if 7iof, tell him plainly 
why you cannot; yon will wrong him and wn>ng yourself in 
by equivocation of any kind. Never do a wrong thing to 
make a friend or keep one ; the man who re<pnr(!.s yon 
to do so is dearly purclnised at a s:i(!rilic{!. Deal kindly 
but firmly with all your classmates; yon will find it the 
policy which wears best. Above all, do not appe.ar to is 
others what you are not. If you have any fault to find 
with any one, tell him, not others, of what you complain ; 
there is no more dangerous experiment than that of under- 
taking to be one thing before a man’s face and another 
behind his back. We should live, act, and say nothing sso 
to the injury of any one. It is not only best as a matter 
of principle, but it is the path to peace and honor. 
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In regard to duty, let me, in conclusion of this hasty 
letter, inform you that, nearly a hundred years ago, there 
was a day of remarkable gloom and darkness, — stiU known 
as “ the dark day,” — a day when the light of the sun 
8 was slowly extinguished, as if by an eclipse. The legis- 
lature of Connecticut was in session, and as its members 
saw the unexpected and unaccountable darkness coming 
on, they shared in the general awe and terror. It was 
supposed by many tliat the last day — the day of judg- 
10 inent — had come. Someone, in the consternation of the 
hour, moved an adjournment. Then there arose an old 
Puritan legislator, Davenport, of Stamford, and said that, 
if the last day had come, he desired to be found at his 
place doing his duty, and therefore moved that candles 
1.1 be brought in, so that the House could proceed with its 
duty. There was quietness in that man’s mind, the quiet- 
ness of heavenly wisdom and inflexible willingness to obey 
present duty. Duty, then, is the sublimest word in our 
language. Do your duty in all things, like the old 
20 Puritan. You cannot do more, you should never wish 
to do less. Never let me and yoiir mother wear one gray 
hair for any lack of duty on your part. 

tliD dark day : it occurre<i on May 1, 1780. So great was the darkness that 
birds and fowls went to roost and cattle sought their homes. The phenom* 
enon caused much terror. See Whittier’s yoem **Ahraham Davenport.” 
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THE ROSE-COLORED TULIPS 

Juliana Hokatia Ewjno 

Mr». Juliana Hokatia Orr Rwino (1842^-1885) was m EngUab 
story-writer wh(is*3 work taker; high rank. “ The Sujry of a Short lafe 
aiiJ ** Jackanapes ** are. among h«r best-known bookn. 

Note, — lx)b l^ie-by-the-Fire ’* is the story of a gypsy baby who was 
adopted by two little old ladies who lived in a village in Seotlaiiii He fi 
was named John Br(X)m, because it sounded plain and rcHpjetable/’ 
Thomasina, the maid, had her hands full in taking care of him. 

Thomasina soon found that her charge was safest, as 
lie was happiest, out of doors. A VQvy successful device 
was to shut him up in the drying ground and tell him to lo 
‘^pick the pretty flowers/' John Broom preferred flowers 
even to china cups with gilding on them. lie gathered 
nosegays of daisies and buttercups, and the winning way 
in which he would present these to the litthi ladies atoned, 
in their benevolent eyes, for many a smashed teacup. 15 

But the tramp baby’s restless spirit was soon weary of 
the drying ground, and he set forth one morning in search 
of ^^fresh woods and pastures new.” He had seat/ed him- 
self on the threshold to take off his shoes when he heard 
the sound of Thomasina’s footsteps, and, hastily stagger- so 
ing to his feet, toddled forth without further delay. The 
sky was blue above him, the sun was shining, and the air 
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was very sweet. He ran for a bit and then tumbled, and 
picked himself up again, and got a fresh impetus, and so 
on till he reached the door of the kitchen garden, which 
was open. It was an old-fashioned kitchen garden with 
5 flowers in the borders. There were single rose-colored 
tulips which had been in the garden as long as Miss 
Betty could remember, and they had been so increased by 
dividing the clumps that they now stretched in two rich 
lines of color down both sides of the long walk. And 
10 John Broom saw tliern. 

‘‘ Pick the pretty f’owers, love,’’ said he, in imitation of 
Thomasina’s patronizing tone, and forthwith beginning 
at the end, lie went steadily to the top of the right-hand 
border, mowing the rose-colored tulips as he went. 

15 Meanwhile, when Thomasina came to look for him he 
could not be found, and when all the back premises and 
the drying ground had been searched in vain, she gave 
the alarm to the little ladies. 

Miss Kitty’s vivid imagination leaped at once to the 
20 conclusion that tlie child’s vagabond relations had fetched 
him away, and she became rigid with alarm. But Miss 
Betty rushed out into the slirubbery, and Miss Kitty took 
a whiff of her vinaigrette and followed her. 

When they came at last to the kitchen garden, Miss 
25 Betty’s grief did not prevent her observing that there was 
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something odd about the bordei-s, and when she got to the 
top and found that all tlie tulips had been pickwi from 
one side, she sank dctwn on the roller which happcntHi to 
be lying beside her. 

And John Broom staggered up to her, and dying, “ For s 



’oo. Miss Betty,” fell headlong witli a sheaf of rose- 
colored tulips into her lap. 

As he did not offer any to Miss Kitty, her ljt!tt(*r judg- 
ment was not warped, and she said, “ You must slap him, 
sister Betty.” lo 

“Put out your hand, John Bnaiin,” said Miss Betly, 
much agitated. 
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And John Broom, who was quite composed, put out 
both his little grubby paws so trustfully that Miss Betty 
had not the heart to strike him. But she scolded him. 

Naughty boy!'’ and she pointed to the tulips and shook 
5 her head. John Broom looked thoughtfully at them and 
shook his. 

" Naughty boy !” repeated Miss Betty, and she added in 
veiy impressive tones, ‘‘John Broom 's a very naughty boy ! " 

After which she took liim to Thomasina, and Miss 
10 Kitty collected the rose-colored tulips and put them into 
water in the best old china punch bowl. 

In the course of the afternoon she peeped into the 
kitclieii, where John Broom sat on the floor, under the 
window, gazing thoughtfully up into the sky. 

15 “As g(X)d as gold, bless his little heart!" murmured 
Miss Kitty. For as his feet were tucked under him, she 
did not know that he had just put his shoes and stockings 
into the |}ig tub, into which he all but fell himself from 
the exertion. He did not hear Miss Kitty and thought 
20 on. He wanted to be out again, and he had a tantalizing 
remembrance of the ease with which the tender, juicy 
stiilks of the tulips went snap, snap, in that new place of 
amusement he had discovered. Thomasina looked into 
the kitchen and went away again. When she had gone 
25 John Broom went away also. 
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He went both faster and steadier on his bare feet. And 
when he got into the kitchen garden it recalled Miss 
Betty to his mind. And he shook his head and sjiid, 
“Naughty boy!” And then he went up the left-hand 
border, mowing the tulips as he went; after which he a 
trotted home, and met Thomasina at the back door. And 
he hugged the sheaf of rose-colored tulips in his arms and 
said, “John Broom’s a very naughty boy!” 

From “ Lle-by-thi^Piro/* 

drying ground : yard for drying clothes. — ** fresh woods and pastures 
new”: see Milton's “ Lycidas,” 1. 11^1. — roller: a heavy iron or stone 
roller for turf and gravel walks. 


CLOVER' 
j, n. Tabb 

John Bannister Tabb (1845- ), or Father Tahh, as he is gener- 

ally known, is an American poet. He is n Virginian by bjrth, and at 10 
present occupies a chair of English literature in a Maryland college. 


Little masters, hat in hand 
Let me in your presence stand, 

Till your silence solve for me 

This your threefold mystery. ^ i» 

* From “ Lyric* ” by John B. Tabb. By permlMion of Small, Maynard & Company, 
publishers. 
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Tell me — for I long to know — 

How, in darkness there below, 

Was your fairy fabric spun, 

Spread and fashioned, three in one. 

Did your gossips gold and blue. 

Sky and Sunshine, choose for you. 

Ere your triple forms were seen, 

Suited liveries of green? 

Can ye, — if ye dwelt indeed 
10 Captives of a prison seed, — 

Lik(i th(i Genie, once again 
(hit you back into the grain? 

Little masters, may 1 stand 
In your presence, hat in hand, 

15 Waiting till you solve for me 

This your threefold mystery ? 

gossips: godfathers or godmothers. — suited: becoming. — Genie: a 
fabulous being >vIio, according to the Arabian storj% could compress him- 
self into a bottle or expand to gigantic size. See “ The Fisherman and 
the Clenie** in the ** Arabian Nights.” 
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THE DARNING NEEDLE 

Hans Christian Anhkrhkn 

Hans Christian Anderskn, a Daiiish writer of stories for oiiildn'.n, 
was born in 1805 and died in 1875. His childhood was full of har<lshii>8, 
for his lootlier w’as ver;y poor, and he a timid, awkward child, who 
had few friends. Even when he grew old<*r lie was l^uighed at, but at 
last he made the world listen to his charming stories. His taie of ‘*The 5 
Ugly Duckling” is the story of his own boyhood, of the pain of being 
ridiculed, and the glad surprise that was his when he found himNClf 
praised and admired. 



There was onee upon a time a Darninjif Needle who 
thought herself so very fine that she fancied she was a lo 
Sewing Needle. 

“Take care and hold me tight!” .she .siiid to the Fingers 
that took her out. “Don’t let me fall! If I drop on the 
ground I shall certainly never be found again, for I am 
80 fine ! ” 

“ That is as it may be,” said the Fingers ; and they 
held her fast. 


u 
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“See, I’m coming with a train!” said the Darning 
Needle, and she drew a long thread after her, but there 
was no knot in the thread. 

The Fingers pointed the needle at the cook’s slipper, 
5 in which the upper leather had burst and was to be sewn 
together. 

“ This is vulgar work,” said the Darning Needle. “ I 
shall never get through. I ’m breaking ! I ’m breaking ! ” 
And she really broke. “Did I not say so?” said the 
10 Darning Needle. “ I ’m too fine 1 ” 

“ Now it ’s quite useless,” .said the Fingers ; but they 
were obliged to hold her fast, all the same ; for the cook 
dropped some sealing wax upon the needle, and pinned 
her kerchief together with it in front, 
in “ So, now 1 ’m a breastpin I ” said the Darning Needle. 
“ I knew very well that I should come to honor. When 
one is something, one comes to something ! ” 

And the Darning Needle drew herself up so proudly 
tliat she fell out of the kerchief into the sink, which the 
30 cook was rinsing out. 

“ Now we ’re going on a journey,” said the Darning 
Needle. “ If only I don’t get lost! ” But she really was lost. 

“ I ’m too fine for this world,” she observed, as she 
lay in the gutter. “ But I know who I am, and there ’s 
36 always something in that ! ” 
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So the Doming Needle kept her proud behavior, and 
did not lose her good humor. And things of many kinds 
swam over her, chips and straws and pieces of old news- 
papers. 

“ Only see how they sail ! ” said the Darning N(^dle. s 
“ They don’t know what is under them ! 1 ’m here, I 

remain firmly here. See, there goes a chip thinking of 
nothing in the world but of himself — of a chip! There’s 
a straw going by now. How he turns and twists 1 bow 
he twirls about 1 Don’t think only of yourself, you might lo 
easily run up against a stone. There swims a bit of 
newspaper. What’s written upon it has long been for- 
gotten, and yet it gives itself airs. I sit here (juietly 
and patiently. I know who I am, and 1 shall remain 
what I am.” is 

One day something lay close beside her that glittered 
splendidly. The Darning Needle believed that it was a 
diamond ; but it was a bit of broken bottle. Because it 
shone, the Darning Needle spoke to it, introducing herself 
as a breastpin. !«) 

“ I suppose you are a diamond ? ” 

“ Why, yes, something of that kind.” 

And then each believed the other to be a very valuable 
thing ; and they began speaking about the world, and hov»^ 
very conceited it was. m 
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have been in a lady's box,” said the Darning Needle, 
and this lady was a cook. She had five fingers on each 
hand, and I never saw anything so conceited as those five 
fingers. And yet they were only there that they might 
5 take me out of the box and put me back into it.” 

Were they of good birth ?” asked the Bit of Bottle. 

‘^No, indeed,” rejdied the Darning Needle, ^^but very 
haughty. There was nothing but bragging among them.” 
And now we sit here and glitter ! ” said the Bit of 
i(» Bottle. 

At that moment more water came into the gutter, so 
that it overflowed, and the Bit of Bottle was carried away. 
So he is disposed of,” observed the Darning Needle, 
remain here; I am too fine. But that’s my pride.” 
ir. And proudly she sat there, and had many great thoughts. 
** 1 could almost believe I had been bom of a sunbeam, 
1 ’m so line! It really apj)ears as if the sunbeams were 
always seeking for me under the water. Ah ! I ’m so fine 
that my mother cannot find me. If I had my old eye, 
20 whieli was broken off, I think T should cry; but no, I 
should not do that ; it ’s not genteel to cry.” 

One day a couple of street boys lay grubbing in the 
gutter, where they sometimes found old nails, farthings, 
and similar treasures. It was dirty work, but they took 
25 great delight in it. 
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“0!” cried one, who had pricked himself with the 
Darning Needle, “there’s a fellow for you!” 

“ I ’m not a fellow ; I ’m a young lady ! ” said the 
Darning Needle. 

But nobody listened to her. The sealing wax ha»l come s 
off, and she had turned black ; but black wakes OTse look 
slender, and she thought hei-self iiner even than belong. 

“Here comes an eggshell sailing along!" said the 
boys; and they stuck the Darning NeefUe fast in the 
eggshell. K» 

“ White walls, and black my.self ! that looks w'ell," 
remarked the Darning Needle. '“Now one can see me. 

I only hope I shall not be seasick ! ” But she was not 
.seasick at all. “ It is good if one has a shad stomach and 
do('s not forget that one is a little more than an ordinary in 
person. The finer one is, the more one can bear.” 

“ Crack! ” went the eggshell, for a wagon went over it. 

“ Dear me, how it crusluvs one ! ” said the Darning 
Needle. “ I ’m gdting seasick now, — 1 ’m (piite sick ; 

I am going to break ! ” ao 

But she did not break, though the wagon went over her ; 
she lay there at full length, and there she may lie. 

AbridgtMi 


fartiliogs : a farthing Ib fmlf a cent. 



THE BUGLE SONG 


Alfbed Tennyson 

The splendor falls on castle walls 
And snowy summits old in story: 

The long light shakes across the lakes, 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying. 
Blow, bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

0 hark, 0 hear ! how thin and clear. 

And thinner, clearer, farther going ! 

0 sweet and far from cliff and scar 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing ! 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying: 
Blow, bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

O love, they die in yon rich sky, 

They faint on hill or field or river: 

Our echoes roll from soul to soul. 

And grow for ever and for ever. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying. 

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 

•car : a protruding rock. — EUland : fairyland. 
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THE MAKING OF THE BOAT 


(From “The Swiss Family Ki>binson”) 

Johann D. Wyss 

Johann David Wvss, \vho was the aiithtir of “ The Swiss Family Ko))in- 
son,” lived in Switzerland more than a hundred years -sigo. He told the 
story to amuse his children, and one of them in later years gave the book 
to the public. It was first printed ii* (lerinan in 1813, then it trans- 
lated into French, and has a])peared in many English versions. 6 

Note. — The book relates the adventures of a family who were cast 
away off the coast of New Guinea, and ^s almost as po])ular as Robinson 
Cruso'),” ♦hough it has not the same literary ineiit. This sedection tells 
how the family managed to leave the wrecked 'jhip. Little Jack has just 
suggested that his two dogs may be useful on shore. 10 

“ Yes,” replied I, “ but can you devise any means of 
our getting to land ? ” 

“ It does not seem at all diHiciilt,” said the spirited 
little fellow ; “ put us each into a great tub and let us 
float to shore. I remember sailing capitally that way ir. 
on godpapa’s great pond at S 

“A very good idea, Jack; good counsel may some- 
times be given even by a child. Be quick, boys, give 
me the saw and auger, with some nails; we will see 
what we can do.” I remembered seeing some empty 20 

casks in the hold. We went down and found them 

floating. This gave us less difficulty in getting them 
upon the lower deck, which was but just above the 
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water. They were of strong wood, bound with iron 
hoops, and exactly suited my purpose; my sons and I 
therefore began to saw them through the middle. After 
long labor we had eight tubs all the same height. I 
5 contemplated with delight my little squadron of boats 
ranged in a line, and was surprised that my wife still 
continued depressed. She looked mournfully upon them. 

I can never venture in one of these tubs,’' said she. 

‘^Wait a little till my work is finished,” replied I, 
10 ‘‘and you will see it is more to be depended on than 
this broken vessel.” 

I sought out a long flexible plank and arranged eight 
tubs on it, close to each other, leaving a piece at each end 
to form a curve upwards, like the keel of a vessel. We 
15 then nailed them firmly to the plank, and to one another. 
We nailed a plank at each side, of the same length as the 
first, and succeeded in producing a sort of boat, divided 
into eight compartments, in which it did not appear diffi- 
cult to make a short voyage over a calm sea. 

20 But, unluckily, our wonderful vessel proved so heavy 
that our united efforts could not move it an iijch. I sent 
Fritz to bring me the jacksci'ew, and in ^the meantime 
sawed a thick round pole into pieces; then, raising the 
fore part of our work by means of the powerful machine, 
as Fritz placed one of these rollers under it. 
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Earnest was very anxious to know how this small 
machine could accomplish more than our united slrengtli. 
I explained to him, as well as I could, the power of the 
lever of Archimedes, with which he declared lu* could 
move the world if he had but a point to rest it on. 

Jack remarked that the jackscrew work-ed very slowly. 



“Better slowly than not at all,” .siiid 1. “It is a 
principle in mechanics that what is gained in tinie is 
lost in power. But can you tell me how we can make 
up for this slowness?” 

“ Oh, by turning the handle (piicker, to be sure ! ” 

“ Quite wrong ; that would liot aid us at all. Patience 
and Reason are the two fairies by whose potent hel|) I 
hope to get our boat afloat.” 


10 
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I quickly proceeded to tie a strong cord to the after 
part of it, and the other end of it to a beam in the ship, 
which was still firm, leaving it long enough for security ; 
then introducing two more rollers underneath, and work- 
5 ing with the jack, we succeeded in launching our bark, 
which passed into the water with such velocity that but 
for our rope it would have gone out to sea. Unfortu- 
nately it leaned so much on one side that none of the 
boys would venture into it. I was in despair, when I 
10 suddenly remembered it only wanted ballast to keep it 
in equilibrium. I hastily threw in anything I got hold 
of that was heavy, and soon had my boat level and ready 
for occupation. They now contended who should enter 
first ; but I stopped them, reflecting that these restless 
15 children might easily cajisize our vessel. I remembered 
that savage nations made use of an outrigger to prevent 
their canoe oversetting, and this I determined to add to 
my work. I fixed two portions of a topsail yard, one 
over the prow, the other across the stern, in such a 
ao manner that they should not be in the way in pushing 
off our boat from the wreck. I forced the end of each 
yard into the bunghole of an empty cask to keep them 
steady during our progress. 

It was now necessary to clear tlie way for our departure, 
ts I got into the first tub, and managed to get the boat into 
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the cleft in the ship’s side by way of a haven ; I then 
returned, and with the ax and saw cut ,away right and 
left all that could obstruct our passage. Then we secured 
some oars, to be ready for our voyage next day. 

jackscrew: a machine in which a 3 orrw in used for lifting or exerting 
pressure. — Archimedes (llr-kY-mg'd6z) ; a (4n.*ek mathtunatioian who died 
about 212 B.c. — after part : the back part, or that toward the tdern of a 
vessel. 


MOTHER SONG 

Alfkku Tennyson 

Beat upon mine, little hoait.1 beat, beat! 

Beat upon mine! you are mine, my sweet! 

All mine from your pretty blue eyes to your feet, 

My sweet. 

Sleep, little blos.som, my honey, my bliss! 

For I give you this, and 1 give you this! lo 

And I blind your pretty blue eyes with a kiss! 

Sleep! 

Father and Mother will Avateh you grow, 

And gather the roses whenever they blow, 

And find the white heather wherever you go, i» 

My sweet. 

% 

blow: blossom. — white heather; the white heather brings good for- 
tune, like the four-leaved clover. 
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THE EAGLE 

Alfred Tennyson 

He clasps the crag with crooked hands; 
Close to the sun in lonely lands, 

Ringed with the azure world, he stands. 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 
He watches from his mountain walls. 
And like a thunderbolt he falls. 


THE BIRD OF THE ISLAND 

Mary S. Claude 

Mary S. Claude was an English writer who was a neighbor of Words- 
worth’s, and like him wrote of the Westmoreland country. 

I wish I were a bird ! cried a boy impatiently, as he 
10 tossed upon the couch. ‘‘I wish I were that bird that 
sings so beautifully! — listen to him, sister! — instead of 
lying here sick through all my summer holidays!” 

Hush! ” said his sister, gently; ‘^you forget where we 
are. That bird is not singing in the woods and fields. 
15 You do not know his story, or you would take back your 
hasty wish, my little brother.” 
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“What do you mean by knowing his story?” asked the 
boy, turning to his sister. She looked up from her work 
with a grave, affectionate smile, and replied : 

“ That bird once had his borne in a fair green islaud, 
gleaming upon the bosom of a mountain lake like an 6 
emerald upon a sleeping maideu’.s breast 

“ The island was a most peaceful and pleasant 8[>ot in 
the early spring, when larch and hazel, birch, elm and 
ash, and even the late golden-leaved oaks, rouse them- 
seb'es from their long winter’s rest, and stretch out their lo 
fresh-clad branches to greet each ether in the balm}’ air 
of morning, or bend low <at nightfall over the flowers 
that lean their heads in sleep upon the mossy ground 
beneath. 

“The bird built his nest year by yt’ar in a flowery is 
thorn, close by a bed of lilies on the southern side of the 
island ; there he sang to his mate, and they reared their 
brood without fear and without danger. 

“ A whole long summer season ! was not that a long 
life of joy to the island bird? And when the cuckoo was 20 
silent and the corncrake cried unceasingly that autumn 
was nigh, though the bird no longer sang his thrilling 
song with quivering wings and swelling breast from the 
tops of the trees, yet he chirptid cheerily through the rich 
time of harvest, surrounded by his full-fledged nestlings; 2S 
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and even in tbe cold winter lived warmly sheltered and 
abundantly fed in the quiet island. 

“ But in an evil hour there came a man to the island 
who listened to the singing of the birds with a selfish and 
8 covetous ear, and he laid nets in the nighttime, and 
snared the happy bird, and carried him in a small dark 
cage miles and miles away from the beautiful island. 

“ The children sit by the caged bird and listen to his 
songs, and when the notes rise clearest, and when they 
10 die away most touchingly, they say, ‘ He is singing about 
his green island.’ 

“ True, he sings about his whole free, happy life on the 
beautiful earth ; he tells what he has lost, and what man 
has gained thereby — one little selfish pleasure more. His 
18 songs are hymns of praise to God for His loving mercy to 
the meanest of His creatures; they are sad and solemn 
reminders of man’s dark cruelty.” 

And the bird’s song rose loud and clear, mingling with 
the low earnest tones of the girl’s voice, 
ao The boy laid his head upon his sister’s knee and drew 
her hand over his eyes. “When I am impatient,” said 
he, softly, “ I will think of the island bird.” 

Abridged. 

corn'crake: a bird which frequent* grain field*. — Westmorelaiid ; a 
county of England noted for ita beautiful scenery. 
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THE GLADNESS OF NATURE 

William Cullen Brvant 

William Cltllen Bryant (1794-1878) was one of the fjreat An">encan 
poets. For many years he was editor of ihe Nnv Ytrrk Evening Poet, Ilia 
poems show his love of nature and his deep religious Ctfeling. 

Is this a time to be cloud;" and sad. 

When our mother Nature lauglis around ; 5 

When even the deep blue heavens look glad, 

And gladness breathes from the blossoming ground? 

There are notes of joy from thi^ hangbiid and wnm, 

And the gossip of swallows tlirough all the sky; 

The ground squirrel gayly chirps l>y his den, lo 

And the wilding bee hums merrily by. 

The clouds are at play in the azure sjiaee, 

And their shadows at play on the liriglit green vale, 
And here they stretch to the frolic chase, 

And there they roll on the easy gale. in 

There’s a dance of leaves in that aspen liower, 

There ’s a titter of winds in that beechen tree, 

There ’s a smile on the fruit, and a smile on the flower, 
And a laugh from the brook that runs to the sea. 
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And look at the broad-faced sun, how he smiles 
On the dewy earth that smiles in his ray, 

On the leaping waters and gay young isles ; 
Aye, look, and he’ll smile thy gloom away. 

liangbird : Baltimore oriole. — wilding : wild. 


A BOY HERO 

5 It was a dark night early in May. The clouds hung 
low over the wet earth, and through the hiss and rush 
of the rain could he heard the roar of the river. Fritz 
Ernst, walking briskly along the road, with his coat collar 
turned up about his ears, wished lie wore at home again. 
10 Father has the worst of it,'’ he reflected, as a strip of 
woodland cut off tlie beat of the rain for a moment. ^^If 
I had to stay out in this storm till after midnight, I might 
complain. I know he is worried about the lower bridge, 
and I don't wonder. Tlie river must be tearing along like 
15 a mill race." 

He struck up a cheery whistle as the light of the little 
flag station came into view around a turn in the road. 
Presently the light broadened, the door was flung open, 
and a man came out, peering eagerly down the black 
ao path before him. He had a lantern on his ann. 
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“Here I am, father,” called Fritz, “and mother has 
sent you some hot doughnuts for supper.” 

“ Never mind the supper now, lad.” The man’s voice 
was sharp with anxiety. “The river has washed out a 
piece of the track, and the express is iiearl}' clue. There’s s 
freight on the siding, so I can’t turn her off there.” 

“Are the wires down?” was Fritz’s; first question. 

“ No, but the train left the city on time. The local 
is just behind, of course. There’s a chance — but it’s a 
wild one.” w 

“ What, father? ” Fritz was gravely alert. 

“The hand car is here in the shed. If we can get it 
out on the track, — it ’s heavy, — perha))s I can work it 
up the road far enough to signal the trains. I am uneasy 
about the upiajr bridge too. What I mean to do is to lo 
stop them on the other side.” 

“Couldn’t you run as f:ist as the ear will go,” sug- 
gested Fritz. 

“ Not on the bridge,” said his father. “ And as soon as 
I get out of the woods it will be down grade for me.” ao 

The two were already dragging out the htiavy hand car 
from the shed close by, Fritz working with a man’s strength 
in his excitement. Suddenly a thought struck him. 

“You must let me go, father,” said he. “I can man- 
age this thing as well as you cjan, and your post is here, as 
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If a message should come, what could I do? And the up 
train will be here in an hour.” 

His father groaned. “ But you may meet them on the 
bridge, my boy,” he said. “I can’t let you take the risk.” 
8 “It’s no greater for me than it would be for you,” 
said Fritz stoutly. “ I shall have the red lantern and a 
rope, and I ’ll do my best. Don’t worry, father.” 

The big man patted the boy’s shoulder. “That’s my 
brave lad,” he said. “ I believe you can do it, if you can 
10 only cross the bridge safely. Remember, if you hear the 
tmin coming, to give yourself time to get off.” 

The hand car was moving slowly up the track by 
this time. It was hard work at first, but presently the 
grade lessened a little, and Fritz found to his joy that he 
IS was making fairly good headway. Soon the woods grew 
thinner and the track came out into the open country. 
Fritz could hear the water rushing and tumbling below 
him. He was now moving at a very fair rate of speed. 

“ Suppose this bridge should go ! ” The thought sent 
90 a sudden terror to bis heart., and for half an instant his 
grip on the bar rela.xed. Then he stiffened himself to his 
work, listening intently for the distant rumble of the 
approaching train. 

The car swung out round a curve on the trestle work 
as of the bank. It was not so dark here as in the woods 
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behind him, but the noise of the foaming water shut out 
every other sound. 

“ I could n’t hear the train if it were just across the 
river,” he thought. “ I must take my ciiances, that ’s all. 
There are hundreds of lives to save, and I ’m only one.” s 
If the track had been a straight one, the chances would 
have been greater, but it twisted and wound like a sjrake. 



as Fritz well knew, on its way to the city among the hills. 
He bent to his task with aching back and weary arms. 
How wide — how wide the river looked ! Could he ever w 
reach the other side? 

Suddenly out of the roar and rush came another sound 
— the scream of a locomotive whistle. It seemed far 
away, to be sure, but Fritz was not deceived. It was the 
whistle for Gray’s Crossing, not a mile beyond the bridge, u 
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He is almost across now. Below he can see a line of 
white at the water’s edge. It only needs a minute more, 
— but there, through the rain, is the gleam of the head- 
light. Fritz seizes the lantern and waving it aloft jumps 
6 down upon the planking of the bridge. Fortunately it is 
too dark to see how far beneath him the ragged shore line 
hes, and in a few moments the trestle work ends and he 
is upon solid ground again. 

Away he runs, swinging his lantern back and forth 
10 over his head, stumbling among the loose stones of the 
railway bed, but keeping his footing in some wonderful 
fashion that he can never afterwards explain. The blaz- 
ing headlight comes nearer and nearer. The grind of the 
wheels rises above the noise of the storm, and for an 
15 instant Fritz thinks the engineer does not see him, but 
the train is already slackening its speed, and scarcely 
runs its length beyond the boy as he stands there by the 
track. 

The rest is easily told. It is a simple matter to send 
20 back a brakeman to flag the other train, and the danger 
is over. 

“ But the worst of it was the fuss they made over me,” 
Fritz tells his mother when he goes home. “I hope I 
shall never have to go through that again.” 


8«l«et«d* 
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A JOURNEY WITH THE NORTH WIND 

George Mac donald 

Geoboe Macdonald (1824-190!}) y;ii» n Scottifth auLhoi*. K 6 wrote 
several novels, poems, and sU^ries for young peopi<3, 

Note. — Diamond ia a l)oy whose wonderful adventures are told in a 
delightful book called “At thc^ Back of the North Wind.” 

A fresh burst, of wind blew the lattice open a. second 5 
time. The same moment Diamond found himself in a 
cloud of North Wind’s hair, with her beautiful face, set 
in it like a moon, bending over him. 

“Quick, Diamond! ’’ she said. “1 have found such a 
chance ! ” lo 

“ But I’m not well,” said Diamond. 

“ I know that, but you will be better for a little fresh 
air. You shall have plenty of that.” 

“ Very well,” said Diamond ; and getting out of the 
bedclothes, he jumped into North Wind’s arms. 15 

The moment Diamond felt her arms fold around him he 
began to feel better. It was a moonless night, and very 
dark, with glimpses of stars when the clouds parted. 

“I used to dash the waves al)out here,” said North 
Wind, “ where cows and sheep are feeding now ; but w 
shall soon get to them. There they are.” 
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And Diamond, looking down, saw the white glimmer of 
breaking water far below him. 

“ You see, Diamond,” said North Wind, “ it is very 
difficult for me to get you to the back of the north wind, 
6 for that country lies in the very North itself, and of course 
I can’t blow northwards.” 

“ But how can you ever get home at all then ? ” 

“You are quite right — that is my home, though I 
never get farther than the outer door. I sit on the door- 
10 step, and hear the voices inside.” 

“ But all this time you must be going southwards.” 

“ Yes. Of course I am.” 

“ How can you be taking me northwards, then ? ” 

“ A very sensible question. But you shall see. I will 
1.1 get rid of a few of these clouds — only they do come up 
so fast ! It ’s like trying to blow a brook dry. Theacel 
What do we see now ? ” 

“ I think I see a little boat, away there, down below.” 

“A little boat, indeed ! Well! She’s a yacht of two 
30 hundred tons ; and the captain is a friend of mine ; for 
he is a man of good sense, and can sail his craft well. 
I ’ve helped him many a time when he little thought it. 
I ’ve heard him grumbling at me, when I was doing the 
very best I could for him. Why, I ’ve carried him eighty 
35 miles a day, again and again, right north.” 
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“He ipust have dodged for that,” said Diamond, who 
had been watching the vessels, and had seen that they 
went other ways than the wind blew. 

“Of course he must. But don’t you see, it was the 
8 best I could do ? I could n’t be South Wind. And besides 
it gave him a share in the business. It is not good at all 
— mind that. Diamond — to do everything for those you 
love, and not give them a share in the doing. It’s not 
kind. If I had been South Wind, he would only have 
10 smoked his pijje all day, and made himself stupid.” 

“But how coidd he be a man of sense and grumble at 
you when you were doing your best for him ? ” 

“Oh! you must make allowances,” said North Wind, 
“or you will never do justice to an\l>i)dy. You do under- 
15 stand, tlien, that a caphiin may sail nortli — ” 

“ In spite of a north wind — yes,” sup]>lemented Diamond. 
“ Now, I do think you must be stupid, my dear,” said 
North Wind. “ Suppose the north wind did not blow, 
where would he be then ? ” 

20 “ Why then the south wind would carry him.” 

“ So you think that when the north wind stops the 
south wind blows. Nonsense ! If I did n’t blow, the cap- 
tain could n’t sail his eighty miles a day. No doubt South 
Wind would carry him faster, but South Wind is sitting 
25 on her doorstep then, and if I stopped there would be a 
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dead calm. So you are all wrong to say ha can sail 
north in spite of me ; he sails north by my he\i\ and my 
help alone. You see that, Diamond ? ” 

‘^ Yes, I do, North Wind. 1 am stupid, but I doidt 
want to be .stupid/’ « 

‘^Good boy! 1 am going to blow you Tiorth in that 
little craft, one of tho finest that ever sailed the sea. 
Here we are, right over it. I shall be l)lovving against 
you; you will be sailing against me; and all will be jnst 
as wc want it. I hn going to i)nt yj)u oji boartl. Do you lo 
see a round thing like the top of a drum?'’ 

Ye.s,” .said Diamond. 

Below that is where they keep their spare sails. 

I am going to blow tli it covor off. The same moment 1 
will drop you on deck, and }ou must tumble in. Don’t 
be afraid; you will find it nic(‘ and warm and dry — 
only dark; and you will know J ifm near you by every 
roll and pitch of the vess(d. (kal \ ourself up and go to 
sleep. The yacht shall he my cradle and you shall be 
my y.” 20 

Tiiank you, dear North Wind. I am not a bit 
afraid,” said Diamond. Abrwg«d. 

North Wind: the (5reek« had a myth that *‘lK*yond the North Wind'' 
lay a land of p€rj)etual fnini*hine. — lattice: a window, ugually o)>ening 
outward, made of thin cronged Htrips of wood which form diamond -ehaped 

panea — supplement : added. 
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A BAND OF BLUEBIRDS 

William H. Hayne 

William Hamilton IIaynk ( 1850 - ) is the son of the represcn 

tative Southern poet, Paul Ilainilton llayne, and has contributed both 
verse and prose to Aiuericau literature. 

Oh, happy band of bluebirds, 

6 • Brave prophets of the Spring, 

Amid the tall and tufted cane, 

How blithesomely you sing! 

What message haunts your music 
’Mid Autumn’s dusky reign! 

10 You tell us Nature stores her seeds 

To give them back in grain! 

Oh, happy band of bluebirds, 

You could not long remain 

Xo flit across the fading fields 
18 And glorify the grain. 

You leave melodious memories 

Whose sweetness thrills me tkrough! 

Ah, if my songs were such its yo|&, 

They’d almost touch the blue! 
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MISS MUFFET’S CHRISTMAS PARTY 

Samuel McCiioiii* Chotiikiw 

Samuel MuCiic \ v * ('RoTni:HM (1857- ) is a wp-iMcnown minbter of 

Mu8sachMst‘tt8. 

Kotk. — In his cluiriuiiig littlo lHH)k calk*<] Miss Moffct’s ('hristinas 
Party/’ Dr. ('ji'tthtirn brings togf^her tiif^ farooRh jh*o}>U» of jiivrnik* ticiion. 

These H^^lectioiis tiave tla* tjuaint an*l whimsical humor which make the 5 
Btory attractive io oUUt rcadi-rs. 

IlOM’ ir itEGAN 

“What do you say to a party ?” 

Miss Muffot fairly juni])ed oil’ Iut iiitl(‘t, for she had 
novor had a party in lu'r lif«‘. ‘•Wlio will invito the 
people ? ” >•> 

“ I will,” said the spider. 

“ But do you think aiiy one will eonui if you invite 
them ? ” 

“Why not?” 

“Oh ! I wa.s just thinking; and ojkh* one of your fomily is 
invited the fly to w alk into liis parlor. I don’t believe the 
story one bit, but then, yoti know, Mr. Spider, it cauiied 
talk.” 

Mr. Spider positively blusht'd green. “ If you Imve no 
objection let ’s change tliesdbjeiit again. Business isbdsi* 20 
ness; as for flies, there is a difference of opinion about Si 
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them, and we ean’t all live on curds and whey, Miss 
Mulfet. But this is to be your party, and we should not 
invite flies, but folks. How would you like to have a liter- 
ary party, and invite all the people you ’ve read about ? ” 

6 “How delightful!” cried Miss Muffet gleefully. “What 
a dear old spider you are ! ” 

“ Let ’s write the invitations immediately,” said Mr. 
Spider, taking out of his pocket a ream of the most deli- 
• cate cobweb paper. 

10 They .sat down with their heads very close together, and 
such a number of letters you never saw as Miss Muflfet 
and'i.he .spider wrote. Some of them were very informal, 
like tho.se iKiginning “ Dear Little Bo-l*eep ” and “ Dear 
Red Riding-Hood ” Tliey said, “ Won’t you come to a 
1.1 party at my liouse ? We 're going to have games.” 
Otliors were very formal, like that addressed to 

f ■ 

Tile Reverend Swiss Robinson and Family, 

Tent House, 

JX\sert Island, 

20 stilting that ‘‘ Miss Muffet requests the pleasure of your 
compiiny,” eti;. Then there were letterg addressed to 
Wonderland and Back of the North Wind, and to Lilliput 
and the Land wliere the Jumblies live, and to all sorts of 
places which are to be found only on the best maps, and 
>5 are not in the school geographies at all. 
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“ Shall you invite any plain boys and girls who live in 
the Every Day Country?” asked the spider. 

This was a hard quasthm, for the Muflete w^re an old 
family who had come across with Moth(>r Goose, and at 
this moment Every Day Country seemed a long way off n 



and ju.st a bit unintere-sting. But then Miss Muffet re- 
membered how many kind friend.s .she had futmd there, 
and answered, “ Oh, C(!rtainly, we mu.st send invitations 
to the Every Day Country, for some of the folks there are 
ju.st avS good as the Dreiimland jwoplc!, only of course they u 
haven’t ha<l the same advantages.” 

So letters were sent to Prudy and Dotty Dimple and 
the Bodley Family, and to the Little Men and Little 
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Women and Lord Fauntleroy and the rest. A special 
letter was written to the little Ruggleses, and to Tiny 
Tim and all the Cratchits, for Miss Muffet knew that they 
were always ready to have a good time on Christmas. 
5 “ Shall you invite any bad boys ? ” asked the spider. 

“ No,” aaswered Miss Muffet severely, “ not as a rule, 
but I think we shall ask Mr. Aldrich’s Bad Boy, for he is 
a blighted being. I think it’s our duty to have him, — 
and then it would be such fun. And I suppose we ought 
10 to invite Huckleberry Finn and Tom Sawyer to keep 
him company.” 

“ Of course you will invite all the good boys ? ” 

“ Of cxmrse we shall invite them, as a rule. But the 
good boys in the books are almost too good sometimes ; 
15 don’t you think so, Mr. Spider ? I mean almost too good 
to be true. But that reminds me ; I suppose we should 
invite Rollo ? ” 

“ Yea,” said the spider, “ we certainly mu.st invite Rollo ; 
he ’s a worthy lad, and of an inquiring mind.” 

20 “ Oh dear!” said Miss Muffet, tearing up the letter she 

had just written, “ he ’s so intelligent. I ’ll have to write 
very correctly or he ’ll criticise the spelling ; and then if I 
invite Rollo, I shall have to invite Jonas too.” 

“Certainly,” said the spider, “we must invite Jonas, 
25 and we must arrange some moral amusement. Suppose 
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in your invitation you leave out thfe word * party * and 
ask him to attend a ^serious symposium.’ JHow would 
this do ? ^ Respected Sir, You ai-e earnestly requested to 
attend a serious symposium at Miss Muffet’s, to mec^t the 
Reverend Swiss Itobinson and oiliei* persons interested in « 
the education of }'outli. Tlie Little Old Woman who Lived 
in a Shoe will jne.side. There will bo a ninnber of papers, 
to be followed by a diseussbm.’ ” 

How good that is ! Jonas w^ould so love a discussion/’ 
said Miss Muffet. lo 

At last the iiivibations w(T(^ all written, and the kind 
old spider said, ‘‘Now lie down, my (h^ar. on the tuffet 
and clos (3 yonr (\ves, and I will make all tlu^ i)rej)arations 
and wake you in time for the party.” 

HOW^ IT KNDEI) 

There is not time to tell of all that happened at the ifi 
party. As to refreshimuits, the Old Woman who Livtxi 
on Victuals and Drink decLired that victuals and drink 
were nothing to the g(K>d thing.s which Miss Muffet had 
provided. Before the evening was over the Pied Pi|)er 
played so merrily tliat oven Red Riding-IIorxrs Grand- 20 
mother began to dance. The Twelve Dancing Princesses 
said that it was the first time that they had been able to 
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dance as much as they liked. Before this they had had 
to stop when they danced the soles off their shoes; but 
this evening the spider had thoughtfully provided each 
one with several pairs. 

ti And how did it end ? All of a sudden, lights out^, col> 
wel) broken, and Miss Muffet left alone with her curds 
and whey? Not at all. It ended as all good parties end. 
The Ilockal)y Lady from Ilusliaby vStreet suggested that 
it was getting late. Then one by one the guests came to 
10 little Miss Miiff(‘t and told luu* what a good time they had 
had, and how glad they that Christinas comes once 
e\’ery yc^ar. Wyrd\en, Blynkcui, and Nod sailed away in 
a wooden shoe. They were su(‘h dear little follows that 
Miss Mulf(?t was sorry that she had n’t noticed them till 
ir» tlu\y came to say good-l)y. Mr. yEsop put out the lights 
in his pavilion; and the Arabians mounted their camels 
and rode slowly toward Bagdad, first making the Sultana 
promise to tell them a story that would last through the 
whol(‘ Arabian Night. The Wonderlanders put on their 
20 queer bonnets and coats, all carefully wrong side out; and 
the Man Friday hoisted his umbrella to keep the dew off 
Robinson Crusoe; and Dr. Gulliver put all the Lillipu- 
tians he could catch into his overcoat pocket ; and Mother 
Goose flew away with all her family into the night. The 
25 little people from the North were the last to get away, for 
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it took them a long time to get on their overshoes and 
fur coats and but at last they too had gone* 

see by the moonlight that it *s almost midnight,** 
said the spi<ler It ’s liint* for little girls to go to 
sleep/’ 

Little Miss Mntft^ closed her eyes very tightly indeed, 

but she (lid n*t close !ier ears, so she heard the first tinkle 

% 

of slei<.’:h bi lls far asvay, and slie knew that Santa* 
was coining. Ai.rM»«i. 

Wonderland: “Queon Alicf," i2!i. Back of the North Wind: 

«<*<* — Lilliput: sto (iiilliv**!," Hook Six. — the Land where the 

Jumblies Live : a rlroia* l'\ IMwani Lear. - - Mother Gooae : not an 

actual person Hoint‘ wouM havo u.s Iwlii'xt*. Many <>1* (in* nurMtny rhynna 
untltT htT naino an* ofiitnrics i.-Ui. ()liv<‘r (htldsniit li colleotoii a lar^n 
niiinbar of — Prudy and Dotty Dimple: <;hani^‘tt*rH in Hook« l»y Sophm 

M ay. — Bodley Family: a fainiix n»a<K» faniouH in a Kfriaa of Hookn by 
florai'f* lb. S< intit*r. Little Men and Little Women : books by MisM Alc'ott. 
— Ruggleses : a faniily in Kata Iiouglas Wi^^gin’K "'ria* Hirtl.H’ (’hriatnia?* 
("aroi.” — Tiny Tim: sea pa^o* 175. Bad Boy: see “Mie Story of a Bad 
Hoy/’ by 'I'lionias Hailey AMrieb. — Huckleberry Finn and Tom Sawyer: 

txvo of Mark rwaii/s }iertM‘f4 Rollo : tlie hero of M veral bfa^kw wrilUsn 

more than fifty years aj^^o by a noted edneatf>r, .laoh Abbot t. ™' Jonas : a 
eliaraet<*r in tin* Hollo book.s. — sympo'sium : a }*bilf>sop)iical diseiiH^ion. — 
Swiss Robinson : see [>age 255 — the Pied Piper : «ee j»{4ge 7Jk The Rockaby 
Lady anrl Wynken, Blynken, and Nod are knoun to lovers of Kugem* Field’s 
l>oei!»8. — J£sop : a fatnotis (iri*ek 'vriter of fables. — the Arabians : «<*« 
** The Arabian \i.i;bt.s’ Kntertainments.” — Sultl'na : the *Sultan*H bride, 
who tells these marvelous stories to a!ri«s<? Jier liusband. — Man Friday: 
a chariicter in “ Kobinson Cnisot*” ; see {»aj^c 2:s2 — the Lilliputians: 
“Gulliver/* Book Six — I see by the moonlight: a frequently repeated line 
in the story of “The Boy and the Kid/* 
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LULLABY 

J. G. Holland 

Rcxjkaby, lullaby, bees in the clover! 

Crooning so drowsily, crying so low, 

Rockaby, lullaby, dear little rover 1 ^ * 

Down into Wonderland 
Down to the underland 
Go — now go ! 

Down into wonderland go. 

Rockaby, lullaby, rain on the clover, 

(Tears on the eyelids that waver and weep !) 
10 Rockaby, lullaby, bending it over! 

Down on the mother world, 

Down on the other world, 

Sleep, oh, sleep! 

Down on the mother world sleep. 

15 Rockaby, lullaby, dew on the clover. 

Dew on the eyes that will sparkle at dawn! 
Rockaby, lullaby, dear little rover! 

Into the stilly world, 

Into the lily world, 

90 Gone ! now gone ! 

Into the lily world gone. 
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bal'cuny 
bill 'last 
hiiv%^c(\e 
b6du///t' 
b6hilv'i(U* 

&) 

b^r^ft' 

bftsiiulrtr' 

b^wai*r 

bll///d'6d 

blTtiif's6ni«iy 

blfts'ter^rd 

bOd'klii 

brj^ien'y 

bro^i'«n<Ni 


btlVeaii (rft) 

ca'dencjej 

can'611 

eln '6p5^ 

c.ap'Itall.’^ 

captiv'itjr 

cJir'pfiriter^ 

cli-'r^aU 

cat'aract 

o«a/dti^>asly 

c.lv'lty* 

(^<^n 'tii rb'§ 
(jer't</lnly 

chan'n<5l 

e.hilr 'ruder 

elulijiin 

(pr 'ell kiting 

cpr'etlmstiliu^e 

cps'tern 

cl^^ni'atls 

eli'uiiUe 

eocdbu' 

c5iiunt^iu;fl^ment 

c5ni]);li'iUIvel5' 

c5iupart'nients 

compkl/n' 

Cilinple'tiun 

cilm'plleatt'd 

cr»mp<fi§Vti6n 

ct)m'pr6ial§v^§ 

c6nq^l' 


c6nQ6it'6d 

c6nclu'si6n 

(zh) 

c5ndSm?zed' 
crmf^c'tioner 
c5nfSd'erate 
c5n'fldently 
con 'filet (noun) 
conflict' (verb) 
cdnfrbnt' , 

cr)n'<iwGror 

(k) ' 

c(Vn'B<3(]u(5n(^c 

con sId 'll rate 

cdnsterna'tion 

cdnsTilt'^d 

ednta/n'ing 

con 'trill])] ilt6d 

contr!n})t'Ible 

contrlb'dtrd 

c6ntrlved' 

con 'verse (noim) 

converse' (verb) 

cor'dtlroy 

corrrc'ti6n 

cr>rrfep5nd'eiit 

cds'tame 

coun'srl 

coCirte'sIed 

cOv'StoCls 

crlt^i^Ige 

cr5<i'6dl]c 

cur'low 

(G) 

ctls't6m&ry 


daf'fddllg 

dam 'ask 

dai^nt'lfissly 

declaim' 

drclama'ti6n 

drf'InIte 

dSla?/' 

drl'Ica<^Ie§ 

dfell'cioks 

drilv'eramje 

d6])rnd'eiiqe 

drprrda'tidn 

drjirSsjfed' 

desernd'ants 

degist' 

drs'perate 

destroy 'erg 

destrfic'tion 

de'tailg 

d^itre'tion 

dSter'mIned 

d^vige' 

dSvIge' 

dl'alrct 

di'ilnkmd 

dlf'ferenqe 

dif'ncalt 

digrs'tion 

(eh) 

dig'nifled 

dilat'rd 

din'gy 

dlrSct'dry 

dlsc^im'flttlrtf 
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dlsert^t'ly 

dlscfts'iiioii 

disperse' 

dlvTn'ltj?’ 
dorj)hln 
do in'! no 

doab'U'^t 

drow§'Il^ 

Piia(ia'ti6ii 

^^d'(u*ator 

^5fTri(;e' 

^iMer 

oka'll 

tMab'orat*'* 

{'IVMneuls 

'tbal 

!><'/ 

riii'looiit 

t5ndfv/r'ineiit 
r-ndt^^fv W 
^^ntortn/n'inrnt 
^^nthu§TAs't!c 
l^n'traiK^f; 
oipillTb'rTrim 
^<pi!vu<'iVti6n 
as'cort (noun) 
{^scort^ (verb) 
{^s'sAi/ (iioun) 
^ssa.^' (verb) 

establish 


eslrang/^d^ 

ethics 

eH’ltgf 

evldent^cj 

ew'er 

sU) 

exrtg <>r*nited 

ex(*ct‘d'iiigl5’^ 

exciu'sXv(^ 

C*xcar'si6u 

execution 

exci 'tidri 

exhibition 

ex 'lie 

expand' 

expend 'i‘d 

experlmrMillni: 

♦'^xpliinn'tion 

exploits' 

expose' 

exter'inlnated 

extinct' 

extln'gulslied 

fah'rlc 

f.lhtlleris 

f«^i/ili'fii]nes.s 

fan'<;lful 

fiir't^ilng^ 

fash 'Zoned 

fa' VO rite 

festival 

ft'end'lsh 


dlck'erlng’ 

donr'lsh 

fo/k'lOrc 

farb£\*ir'aii(>^ 

fdreVsasd'* 

foi/ sa/r' 

idr'iaal 

fdr'iuftla 

fortlflcittidii 

founda'tiAn 

frag'ment 

ilVir/fit 

(6' 

fre'(pi<Md ly 

fn'gltlve 
f h r//' 

generation 

gen'ifis 

'>•> 

gente(d' 

gera'nlfun 

j^.sthre 

gli ilf/e' 

gla^lMen 

glee'fnllC' 

glliiijise 

glri't.iiK>as 

grwl 

gbr'g^'oiis 

g6s'slj>H 

gov'ernment 

gratified" 


gnU6Bqi/e* 

tk) 

g^<irder§ 

gf/iit'i? 

pip'sie? 

l!,H.UiVti.5u 

Leark'c'iilng 

heotn 

heatiu*:} 

ht^redlt4>y 

ber'ol§ni 

hie 

]dsloil<‘al 

boar'y 

liOrdej^ 

hoH 'pliable 

hospitality 

hOs'/lcr 

lUir'rled 

hri^'bruuiinan 

Ignlt'ed 

Ig'nOratu^e 

Ini'ageiy 

lmblbe<l' 

Imitation 

Innne/f^’flrable 

Indpltoent 

ImpOjjln^ 

ImpOs'slble 

Impracticable 
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ImprSstfIve 

Im'ptilse 

Inac'tlve 

In'brM 

lncanta'ti6ii 

Inqes'sant 

InclO'gflrc 

tnclM'Ing 

TncSn'et^ntr 

Increased' 

Incredible 

Indefinite 

Indlgna'ti6n 

Indig'nity 

In'dtistry 

Inevitably 

Inex'{)llcable 

Inferior 

In 'finite 

Inflexible 

Infdrni'al 

Inhale' 

Inherited 

lojfts'tl^e 

Innft'mSrable 

Inquir'y 

Insert' 

Insignificant 

In 'salt (noun) 

Instllt' (verb) 

In'tellect 

Internment 

Intense' 

tnterqept^ 


loath 'ly 

lal'laby 

lare§ 

las'trahs 

lyre 

mac^hin'ery 

magnan Imohs 

magnificent 

maimed 

majes'tic 

manifold 

man 'sion 

man'tlscrlpt 

marine' 

mariner 

mar'quis 

mathemat'Ics 

matare' 

mel'ddy 

mem'6rle§ 

mer'maid 

raCr'rlly 

met'rlcal 

mren 

mim Ic 

mln'strelg 

mir'acle 

mls'chtevofts 

mIsdeme«n'or§ 

ml§'erable 

med'esty 

mois'tftre 

m5ld'ered 


In'tercOMrse 

In'terview 

(Q) 

Intr^da'clng 
Invln'clble 
Invita'tien 
Irrita'tidn 
Is ' a- til ng 

(8ll) 

jaJg'ment 

jan'ior 

(yT 

jastifica'tidn 

jil'venlle 

ker 'chief 
kin'dred 

Ian 'gulsh 

(W) 

lat'tic*^ 
la an 'dress 
laaieate 
leagite 

ieg'end§ 

legislator 

leop'ard 

let'tiKje 

0) 

llb'rjral 

llb'crtle§ 

llt'erary 

llt'eratflre 

llv'erle§ 

livid 


m5n'5t<5ne 

m6n'flment 

mal'titfide 

mur'derotls 

mQ'gIcal 

myste'rloiis 

mys'tery 

myth6l'6gy 

nankeen' 

nargls'shs 

na'tal 

n6c'6ssarle§ 

neglect' 

neiy/i. 'boring 
(a) 

nerv'oCis 

niy7/.tlngale 

n6blllty 

nbs'trllg 

nourished 

6bj6c'ti6nable 

ebgervlng 

6cca'si6nal 

(JSh) 

5cctlpa'ti6n 

effense' 

Op 'era 

6pln'idn 

(y) 

e'pittm 

epp5rta'nity 

5pp6ged' 

6ra'ti6n 
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dr'd^al 

Arlg1[nal 

5r^n&meTits 

dVal 

dv^rbur'tI#fUf(l 

Overset' 

patng'taklng 

pilr'4dl8« 

j>ftrtil'k<?n 

p4f»^torite 

patriotic 

pat'r6nlz!ng 

pavirion 

(y) 

p^AlTiar 

(n 

perfdnn'aii^^ 

p6rp€t'iCt;i 1 

pers6v6r^in<j(!? 

p§r's6na^§ 

ph6n6m’6n6n 

phll6sr)ph1cal 

pled 

pll'griin&lfe 
plllfiMwi 
pK'qManQy 
<k) " 

plain 'tire 

pldv'Sr 

poiged 


poi'gonotis 

pGlIqJ' 

political 

pf»11tlc8 

piM'l^n 

pf.^ KUvely 

pd.s tern 

po'fccr.t 

priV^IpItoGs 

pr^fermi' 

prSiuls^^g 

pr^^para'tioiig 

prt^gldlng 

I»n'in4 drni'na 

prlii'ql[)al 

prOb'ald^' 

pnVeed W 

prrKj'fis;? 

prod'tl^v’ OioiiJi) 

prAdu(^f^' (\erb) 

j)rAg'r6s« 

pr5ph'6ts 

prAprl'Atorg 

I)r68'p6cttiig 

prAlS<?'ti6n 

prAt6st'6d 

prAtr\|d1ng 

pr6vVsi6n§ 

prowl '$r 

pa'ny 

pftr'chase 

paVltan 

pdrstted' 


pyre 

quar/tity 

qwefte 

;k) 

ravVnIng 

ravV»n>tts 

rC'aiTze 

rO^'gOtiuble 

rAb(il7i6n 

rtV‘}|-lA'd' 

rA<j1pA 

rtic 'On lulled 

i^^c'ord (noiuO 

nVord’ ^verb) 

rAcov’ur 

rf»Cfi'trn' 

rcH^^e'tion 

rAfrl^sh'nnpjts 

rAf'flg^^ 

rAjoi<^e' 

rAla'tiOnsliIp 

relaxed' 

rAmOrse' 

remote' 

renown' 

r6prA§6iii'4tIve 

rfiproacJi'fqlly 

reprovingly 

repftta'ti6n 

regSm'bllng 

rfig'Alate 

respdn'stble 


r%t rained' 

.restrlc/tibn 

rever'bSrate 

rev 'drently 

revert' 

revAIa'tidn 

r/#yth'iyjtcal 

rVlfc’db>aB 

vhjhVeotisii^ss 

(eh, 

rigid 
ringlets 
rinsing 
riv'en 
rlv 'filet 

res'trfim 

sa'cred 

^ar'ctlgm 
sa'vnry 
srlCntlflc 
sc Or Vying 
sedll'siAn 

^*h) 

secietary 

BActtred' 

BAcjQVlty 

seiediAn 

seinlfjlr'edlar 

senVltlve 

sen'tlm^nts 

separaviedi 

sera'pe 

(4) <4) 

seVleOs 
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s&9'8i6n 

Bflc^s'sorg 

86 verity 

sGffl'cient 

slirtib'bery 

saggSst'Sd 

BllVSrJ' 

su/t'able 

slin'llar 

sHm'nilts 

BlttiH'tion 

slip'pl6in6ntM 

slS/;k 'lining 

sftppbgT'tiuu 

sUke 

stirprig^d' 

8l6«§ 

sfista/iuid' 

slttg'gardfji 

swartli'5^ 

slrim'braQs 

sym'bol 

so'ciable 

8^111 'pithy 

sr»ntilcU 

synijMVg! run 

sbnO'roas 

sys'tSni 

BpS^cial 


8p0'ci6g 

tin'tillzlng 


t6l'6gripli 

apScU'tor 

t6in'pr*riUi 

Hp6u'(;r*rg 

till'd I'll 

8])l6nMldly 


8{jua(l'r6n 

Will Turing 

stab wart 

th6ol'6gy 

stat/dte 

three 'score 


thr6s'/b' 

stliii'ftlftU? 

tliitliiiiftbCila'- 

strtTie'tlllre 

tidii 


tormSnt'or 

stibllino' 

tor’tflred 

sdlwtiln'tial 

bywr'niinent 

stlc(j6a«'ful 

trinsilctlng 


trinsla'tion 

valfta'tiou 

trinsplant'gd 

vin'Ishlng 

triv'gler 

vi'rloils 

triv'erse 

v6g'6tible§ 

trCa'cle 

vSlb^'lty 

trgrn'filoils 

vgii'erable 

trfis'de 

vicinity 

tribii'iial 

vieto'rlotls 

tri'rimjdi 

vlet'?^al§ 

trluiu'phant 

vll'laln 

trif'fet 

vlniigrSt^e' 

tur'bulent 

viv'ld 

timbrel 'la 

V 6 'live 
vil'gar 

tiiu'lccount'able 

vtll'nerable 

rinerv/s'Ingly 


tindlsturbed' 

wSld'Sd 

rin^^xj>Cct'i'^d 

\vh6«t'eu 

tlnliih«ll)'ltt3d 

whey 

tlulii'ter6stliig 

(ft) 

tinlver'slty 

whlra'glcal 

aninlstilk'ably 

whis'/led 

Hiiscitiied' 

wTltiie 

tinsilspSctliigly^ 

IVYOUfjht 

tlirw/cM'y 

ftpbOriie' 

yie/it 

vig'ib5nd 

vi'graut 

yeO'man 

zd'diac 






